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When Cam was driven from Jehovali^s land 
He wandered eastward, seekmg some far strand 
Euled by kind gods wbo asked no offerings 
Save pure field-fruits, as aromatic tbmgs. 

To feed the subtler sense of frames divme 
That lived on fragrance for their food and wine 
Wild joyous gods, who wMked at faults and folly, 
And could be pitiful and melancholy 
He never had a doubt that such gods were , 

He looked within, and saw them mirrored there 
Some think he came at last to Tartary, 

And some to Ind , hut, howsoever it bOy 
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His staff lie planted where sweet waters ran, 

And in that home of Cam the Arts began 

Man’s life was spacious m the early world 
It paused, like some slow ship with sail unfurled 
Waitmg m seas by scarce a wavelet curled , 

Eeheld the slow star-paces of the skies, 

And grew ffom strength to strength through centuries 
Saw infant trees fill out their giant limbs, 

And heard a thousand times the sweet birds’ marriagt 
hymns 

In Cam’s young city none had heard of Death 
Save him, the founder, and it was his faith 
That here, away from harsh Jehovah’s law, 

Man was immortal, since no halt or flaw 
In Cam’s own ffame betrayed six hundred years, 

Dut dark as pmes that autumn never sears 
His locks thronged backward as he ran, his frame 
Hose hke the orbfed sun each morn the same, 
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Lake rumored to Ins gaze , and that red "brand, 
The scorching impress of Jehovah’s hand, 

Was still clear-edged to his unwearied eye. 

Its secret firm m time-fraught memory 
He said, My happy ofisprmg shall not know 
That the red life from out a man may flow 
When smitten by his brother ” True, his race 
Bore each one stamped upon his new-bom face 
A copy of the brand no whit less clear , 

But every mother held that httle copy dear 

Thus generations in glad idlesse throve, 

ISTor hunted prey, nor with each other strove , 

For clearest springs were plenteous m the land, 
And gourds for cups, the npe feuits sought the 
hand, 

Bendmg the laden boughs with fragrant gold , 
And for their roofs and garments wealth untold 
Lay everywhere m grasses and broad leaves 
They laboured gently, as a maid who weaves 



6 


THE LEGEND OF JUBAL 


Her hair m mimic mats, and pauses oft 
And strokes across her hand the tresses soft, 

Then peeps to watch the poised butterfly, 

Or little burthened ants that homeward hie 
Tune was but leisure to their lingering thought, 
There was no need for haste to finish aught , 

But sweet beginnmgs were repeated still 
Like mfant babbhngs that no task fulfid , 

For love, that loved not change, constrained the 
simple will 

Till, hurling stones m mere athletic joy, 

Strong Lamech struck and killed his fairest 

^oy. 

And tried to wake him with the tenderest cries, 
And fetched and held before the glazfed eyes 
The things they best had loved to look upon , 

But never glance or smile or sigh he won 
The generations stood around those twain 
Helplessly gazing, till their father Cam 
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Parted the press, and said, “ He will not wake , 
This IS the endless sleep, and we must make 
A bed deep down for him beneath the sod , 

Tor know, my sons, there is a mighty God 
Angry with all man’s race, but most with me 
I fled from out His land m vain > — ^’tis He 
Who came and slew the lad, for He has found 
This home of ours, and we shall all be bound 
Ey the harsh bands of His most cruel will, 

Which any moment may some dear one kill 
Hay, though we live for countless moons, at last 
We and aU ours shall die like summers past 
This IS Jehovah’s will, and He is strong , 

I thought the way I travelled was too long 
Tor Him to follow me my thought was vam ^ 

He walks unseen, but leaves a track of pain, 

Pale Death His footprmt is, and He will come again 

And a new spirit from that hour came o’er 
The race of Cam * soft idlesse was no more, 
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But even tlie sunshine had a heart of care, 

Smiling with hidden dread — a mother fair 
Who folding to her breast a dymg child 
Beams with feigned joy that but makes sadness mild 
Death was now lord of Life, and at his word 
Time, vague as air before, new terrors stirred, 

With measured wing now audibly arose 
Throbbing through all things to some unknown close 
Kow glad Content by clutching Haste was torn, 

And Work grew eager, and Device was born 
It seemed the hght was never loved before, 

How each man said, Twill go and come no more ” 
Ho budding branch, no pebble from the brook, 

Ho form, no shadow, but new dearness took 
From the one thought that hfe must have an end , 
And the last partn^ now began to s^d 

■f 

Diffusive dread through love and wedded bliss, 
Thnllmg them mto finer tenderness* 

Then Memory disclosed her face divine, 

That like the calm nocturnal lights doth shine 
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Withm the soul, and shows the sacred graves, 

And shows the presence that no sunlight craves, 

]No space, no warmth, but moves among them all. 
Gone and yet here, and coming at each call, 

With ready voice and eyes that understand, 

And lips that ask a kiss, and dear responsive hand 

Thus to Cain's race death was tear-watered seed 
0£ various life and action-shaping need 
But chief the sons of Lamech felt the stings 
Of new ambition, and the force that springs 
In passion beatmg on the shores of fate 
They said, There comes a night when all too late 
The mind shall long to prompt the achieving 
hand, 

The eager thought behind closed portals stand, 
And the last wishes to the mute hps press 
Buried ere death in silent helplessness 
Then while the soul its way with sound can cleave, 
And while the arm is strong to strike and heave, 
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Let soul and aim give shape that will abide 
And rule above our graves, and power divide 
With that great god of day, whose rays must bend 
As we shall make the moving shadows tend 
Come, let us fashion acts that are to be, 

When we shall lie in darkness silently. 

As our young brother doth, whom yet we see 
Fallen and slam, but reigning m our will 
By that one image of hmi pale and still ” 

For Lamech’s sons were heroes of their race 
Jabal, the eldest, bore upon his face 
The look of that calm river-god, the Mle, 

Mildly secure m power that needs not guile 
But Tubal-Cam was restless as the fire 
That glows and spreads and leaps from high to 
higher 

Where’er is aught to seize or to subdue , 

Strong as a storm he lifted or o’erthrew, 

His urgent hmbs like granite boulders grew, 
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‘Such boulders as the plunging torrent wears 
And roaring rolls around through countless years 
But strength that stiU on movement must be fed, 
Inspirmg thought of change, devices bred, 

And urged his mmd through earth and an to 
rove 

For force that he could conquer if he strove, 

For lurking forms that might new tasks fulfil 
And yield unwilling to his stronger will 
Such Tubal-Cam But Jubal had a frame 
Fashioned to finer senses, which became 
A yearnmg for some hidden soul of things, 

Some outward touch complete on mner sprmgs 
That vaguely movmg bred a lonely pain, 

A want that did but stronger grow with gain 
Of all good else, as spirits might be sad 
Foi lack of speech to tell us they are glad 

ISTow Jabal learned to tame the lowing kine, 

And from their udders drew the snow-white wine 



12 


THE LEGEND OE JUBAL 


That stirs the inBOcent joy, and makes the stream 
Of elemental life with fulness teem , 

The star-hrow'ed calves he nursed with feeding hand, 
And sheltered them, till all the httle band 
Stood mustered gazing at the sunset way 
Whence he would come with store at close of day 
He soothed the silly sheep with friendly tone 
And reared their staggering lambs that, older grown^ 
Followed his steps with sense taught memory , 

Till he, their shepherd, could their leader be 
And guide them through the pastures as he would, 
With sway that grew from ministry of good 
He spread his tents upon the grassy plam 
Which, eastward widenmg like the open main, 
Showed the first whiteness 'neath the morning stai , 
ISTear him his sister, deft, as women are, 

Plied her (jmck skill in sequence to his thought 
Till the hid treasures of the milk die caught 
Revealed like pollen ^mid the petals white, 

The golden pollen, virgm to the light 
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""Even the she-wolf with young, on rapine bent, 

He caught and tethered in his mat-walled tent, 
And cherished all her httle sharp-nosed young 
Till the small race with hope and terror clung 
About his footsteps, till each new-reared brood, 
Eemoter fcom the memories of the wood, 

More glad discerned their common home with 
man 

This was the work of Jabal he began 
The pastoral life, and, sire of joys to be, 

Spread the sweet ties that bind the family 
O’er dear dumb souls that thrilled at man’s caress, 
And shared his pains with patient helpfulness 

But Tubal-Cain had caught and yoked the fire, 
Yoked it with stones that bent the flaming spire 
And made it roar in pnsoned servitude 
Within the furnace, tiU with force subdued 
It changed all forms he willed to work upon, 

Till hard from soft, and soft from hard, he won 
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Tlie pliant clay lie moulded as lie would, 

And laughed with joy when ’mid the heat it stood 

Shaped as his hand had chosen, while the mass 

That from his hold, dark, ohstmate, would pass, 

He drew all glowing from the busy heat. 

All breathing as with life that he could beat 

With thundermg hammer, makmg it obey 

His wiU creative, hke the pale soft clay 

Each day he wrought and better than he planned. 

Shape breeding shape beneath his restless hand 

(The soul without still helps the soul within, 

And its deft magic ends what we begin ) 

Hay, m his dreams his hammer he would wield 

And seem to see a mynad types revealed, 

# 

Then spjai^ witii ■^ondemig tnnmphant cry, 

And, lest the go by, 

Would rush to labour withHhat plastic zeal 
Which all the passion of our life can steal 
Ibr force to work with. Each day mw the bath 
. df vanons forms which, fitmg d|Mm the ^ 
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Seemed harmless toys to cheat the exacting hour, 
But were as seeds instinct with hidden power 
The axe, the club, the spiked wheel, the chain, 
Held silently the shrieks and moans of pam , 

And near them latent lay in share and spade, 

In the strong bar, the saw, and deep-curved blade. 
Glad voices of the hearth and harvest home, 

The social good, and all earth^s joy to come 
Thus to mixed ends wrought Tubal, and they say, 
Some things he made have lasted to this day , 

As, thirty silver pjLeces that were found 
By Hoah^s children buned m the ground 
He made them &om mere hunger of device, 

Those small white discs , but they became the price 
The traitor Judas sold his Master for , 

And men still handhng them in peace and war 
Catch foul disease, that comes as appetite, 

And lurks and clmgs as withermg, daTnmng hh^ht 
But Tubal-Cam wot not of treachery, 

Hor greedy lust, 7m adjr to be, 
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Save tlie one ill of sinking into nought, 

Banished from action and act-shaping thought 
He was the sire of swift-transforming skill, 

Which arms for conquest man^s ambitious will , 

And round him gladly, as his hammer rung, 

Gathered the elders and the growing young 
These handled vaguely and those phed the tools, 

Till, happy chance begetting conscious rules, 

The home of Cam with industry was nfe. 

And glimpses of a strong persistent life, 

Pantmg through generations as one breath, 

And filling with its soul the blank of death 

J ubal, too, watched the hammer, till his eyes, 

No longer followmg its fall or rise, 

Seemed glad with somethmg that they could not 
see, 

But only hstened to — some melody, 

Wherem dumb longings inward speech had found, 
Won from the common store of struggling s6ui4* 
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ihen, as the metal shapes more various grew, 

And, hurled upon each other, resonance diew, 

Each gave new tones, the revelations dun 
Of some external soul that spoke for him 
The hollow vesseTs clang, the clash, the boom, 

Like hght that makes wide spiritual room 
And skyey spaces in the spaceless thought, 

To Jubal such enlarged passion brought 
That love, hope, rage, and all experience, 

Were fused in vaster being, fetchmg thence 
Concoids and discords, cadences and cries 
That seemed from some world-shrouded soul to use, 
Some rapture more mtense, some mightier rage, 

Some living sea that burst the bounds of man's brief 
age 

Then with such bhssfol trouble and glad care 
Eor growth within unborn as mothers bear. 

To the far woods he wandered, hstenmg, 

And heard the birds their httle stones sing 
B 
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In notes whose nse and fall seem melted speech — 
Melted with tears, smiles, glances — that can reach 
More quickly through our frame's deep-wmding night, 
And without thought raise thought's best fruit, delight 
Pondering, h© sought his home again and heard 
The fluctuant changes of the spoken word 
The deep remonstrance and the argued want, 

Insistent first in close monotonous chant, 

Hext leaping upward to defiant stand 
Or downward heating hke the resolute hand , 

The mother's call, the children's answering cry, 

The laugh's hght cataract tumbling from on high , 

The suasive repetitions Jabal taught. 

That timid browsing cattle homeward brought , 

The clear-winged fugue of echoes vanishing , 

And through them all the hammer's rhythmic nng 
Jubal sat lonely, all around was dim, 

Yet his face glowed with hght revealed to him ^ 

Por as the dehcate stream of odour wakes 
The thought-wed sentience and some image makes 
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From out the mingled fegments of the past, 
Finely compact m wholeness that will last, 

So streamed as from the body of each sound 
Subtler pulsations, swift as warmth, which found 
All prisoned germs and all their powers unbound, 
Till thought self-luminous flamed from memory, 
And m creative vision wandered free 
Then Jubal, standing, rapturous arms upraised, 
And on the dark with eager eyes he gazed, 

As had some manifested god been there 
It was his thought he saw the presence fair 
Of unachieved achievement, the high task, 

The mighty unborn spirit that doth ask 
With irresistible cry for blood and breath, 

Till feeding its great hfe we sink m death 

He said, ‘‘Were now those mighty tones and cries 
That from the giant soul of earth arise, 

Those groans of some great travail heard from far, 
Some power at wrestle with the things that are. 
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Those sounds which vary with the varying form 
Of clay and metal, and in sightless swarm 
Till the wide space with tremors were these wed 
To human voices with such passion fed 
As does but glimmer in our common speech, 

But might flame out in tones whose changing reach. 
Surpassing meagre need, informs the sense 
With fuller umon, finer diffeience — 

Were this great vision, now obscurely bright 
As mormng hiUs that melt in new-poured light, 
Wrought into sohd form and hving sound, 

Moving with ordered throb and sure rebound. 

Then ^ISfay, I Jubal will that work begm ^ 

The generations of our race shall win 

I^'ew life, that grows from out the heart of this, 

As spring from winter, or as lovers’ bliss 
From out the dull unknown of unwaked energies ’’ 

Thus he resolved, and in the soul-fed light 
Of coming ages waited through the night, 
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Watching for that near dawn whose chiller ray 
Showed hut the unchanged world of yesterday , 
Where all the order of his dream divine 
Lay like Olympian forms within the mine , 
Where fervour that could fdl the earthly round 
With thronged joys of form-hegotten sound 
Must shrink intense within the patient power 
That lonely labours through the niggard hour 
Such patience have the heroes who begin, 

Sailmg the first toward lands which others win 
Jubal must dare as great beginneis dare, 

Strike form’s first way in matter rude and bare. 
And, yearning vaguely toward the plenteous quire 
Of the world’s harvest, make one poor small lyre 
He made it, and from out its measured feame 
Drew the haimonic soul, whose answers came 
With guidance sweet and lessons of dehght 
Teaching to ear and hand the blissful Eight, 
Where strictest law is gladness to the sense, 

And all desire bends toward obedience 
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THen Jubal poured bis triumpli m a song — 

The rapturous word that rapturous notes prolong 
As radiance streams from smallest things that 
bum, 

Or thought of loving into love doth turn 
And still his lyre gave companionship 
In sense-taught concert as of lip with lip 
Alone amid the hills at first he tried 
His wingfed song , then with adonng pride 
And bridegroom’s joy at leading forth his bride, 

He said, This wonder which my soul hath found, 
This heart of music in the might of sound, 

Shall forthwith be the share of all our rase 
And like the morning gladden common space 
The song shall spread and swell as rivers do, 

And I will teach our youth with skill to woo 
This living lyre, to know its Secret will, 

Its fine division of the good and ill 
So shall men call me sire of harmony, 

And where great Song is, there my hfe shall be ’’ 
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Thus glorying as a god beneficent, 

Forth from his sohtaiy joy he went 
To bless mankind It was at evening, 

When shadows lengthen from each westward thing, 
When imminence of change makes sense more fine 
And hght seems hoher m its grand dechne 
The fruit-trees wore their studded coronal, 

Earth and her children were at festival, 

Glowing as with one heart and one Consent- 
Thought, love, trees, rocks, m sweet warm radiance blent 

The tnbe of Cam was resting on the ground. 

The various ages wreathed in one broad roxmd 
Here lay, while children peeped o’er his huge thighs, 
The sinewy man embrowned by centuries , 

Here the broad-bosomed mother of the strong 
Looked, hke Demeter, placid o’er the throng 
Of young lithe forms whose rest was movement too— • 
Tricks, prattle, nods, and laughs that hghtly flew. 

And swaymgs as of flower-beds where Love blew 
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For all had feasted well upon the flesh 
Of juicy fnnts, on nuts, and honey fresh, 

And now their wine was health-hred merriment, 
"Which through the generations circling went, 
Leaving none sad, for even father Cam 
Smiled as a Titan might, despising pain 
Jabal sat circled with a playful ring 
Of children, lambs and whelps, whose gambolling, 
With tiny hoofs, paws, hands, and dimpled feet, 
Made barks, bleats, laughs, m pretty hubbub meet 
But Tubal’s hammer rang from far away, 

Tubal alone would keep no hohdajr, 

His furnace must not slack for any feast, 

For of all hardship work he counted least , 

He scorned all rest but sleep, where every dream 

^ * 

Made has repose more potent a^on seem 

Yet mtli health’s nectar some stltange thirst was 
hlent, 

The fateful growth, the unnamed discontent, 
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The inward shaping toward some unborn power, 
Some deeper-breathing act, the being’s flower 
After all gestures, words, and speech of eyes, 

The soul had more td tell, and broke in sighs 
Then from the east, with glory on his head 
Such as low-slanting beams on corn-waves spread. 
Came Jubal with his lyre there ’mid the throng. 
Where the blank space was, poured a solemn song, 
Touching his lyre to full harmonic throb 
And measured pulse, with cadences that sob. 

Exult and cry, and search the inmost deep 
Where the dark sources of new passion sleep 
Joy took the air, and took each breathing soul, 
Embracmg them m one entrancM whole, 

Yet thrilled each varying frame to various ends. 

As Spring new-waking through the creature sends 
Or rage or tenderness , more plenteous hfe 
Here breeding dread, and there a fiercer , strife 
He who had hved through twice three centuries, 
Whose months monotonous, like tfees on trees 



THE LEGEND OE JXJBAL 


In hoary forests, stretched a backward maze, 
Dreamed himseH dimly through the travelled 
days 

TiU in clear light he paused, and felt the sun 
That warmed him when he was a little one , 

Knew that true heaven, the recovered past, 

The dear small Known amid the Unknown vast. 
And in that heaven wept But younger limbs 
Thrilled toward the future, that bright land which 
swims 

In western glory, isles and streams and bays, 

Where hidden pleasures float m golden haze 
And in all these the rhythmic influence, 

Sweetly overcharging the delighted sense, 

Slowed out m movements, little w^es that spread 

Enlarging, tiU m tidal union led 

The youths and maidens both alike long4ressed, 

By grace-mspirmg melody possessed, 

Rose m slow dance^ with beauteous floating swerve 
Of hmbs and hair, and many a melting curve 
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Of ringed feet swayed by each close-linked palm 
Then Jubal poured more rapture in his psalm, 

The dance fired music, music fired the dance, 

The glow diffusive lit each countenance, 

Till all the circling tribe arose and stood 

With glad yet awful shock of that mysterious good 

Even Tubal caught the sound, and wondering came, 
Urgmg his sooty bulk like smoke-wrapt fiame 
TiH he could see his brother with the lyre. 

The work for which he lent his furnace-fire 
And dihgent hammer, witting nought of this — 

This power in metal shape which made strange bliss, 
Entering within him like a dream full-fraught 
With new creations finished in a thought 

The sun had sunk, but music still was there, 

And when this ceased, still triumph filled the air 
It seemed the stars were shining with dehght 
And that no night was evei; hke this night 
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All clung with praise to Jubal some besought 
That he would teach them his new skilly some 
caught, 

Swiftly as smiles are caught m looks that meet, 

The tone’s melodic change and rhythmic beat 
’Twas easy following where invention trod — 

All eyes can see when light flows out from God 

And thus did Jubal to his race reveal 
Music their larger soul, where woe and weal 
FiUing the resonant chords, the song, the dance, 
Moved with a wider-wmgM utterance 
ITow many a lyre was fashioned, many a song 
Earned echoes new, old echoes to prolong. 

Till thmgs of Jubal’s makmg were so rife, 

Hearmg myself,” he said, hems m my life, 

And I wiU get me to some far off land, 

Where higher mountams under heaven stand 
And touch the blue at nsing of the stars, 

Whose song they heai where no rough mmglmg mars 
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The great clear voices Such lands there must be, 
Where varying forms mate varying symphony — 
Where other thunders roll amid the hills, 

Some mightier wind a mightier forest fills 
With other strains through other-shapen boughs , 
Where bees and birds and beasts that hunt or browse 
Will teach me songs I know not Listening there, 
My life shall grow like trees both tall and fair 
That rise and spread and bloom toward fuller fruit 
each year 

He took a raft, and travelled with the stream 
Southward for many a league, till he might deem 
He saw at last the pillars of the sky, 

Beholding mountains whose white majesty 
Eushed through him as new awe, and made new 
song 

That swept with fuller wave the chords along, 
Weighting his voice with deep rehgious chime, 

The iteration of slow chant subhme 
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It was the region long inhabited 
By all the race of Seth ^ and Jubal said 
Here have I found my thirsty soul’s desire, 
Eastward the hills touch heaven, and evening’s fire 
Flames through deep waters , I will talce my rest, 
And feed anew from my great mother’s breast, 

The sky-clasped Earth, whose voices nurture me 
As the flowers’ sweetness doth the honey-bee ” 

He lingered wandering for many an age. 

And, sowing music, made high heritage 
For generations far beyond the Flood — 

For the poor late-begotten human brood 
Born to life’s weary brevity and perilous good 

And ever as he travelled he would chmb 
The farthest mountam, yet the heavenly chime, 
The mighty toUing of the far-ojff spheres 
Beating then pathway, never touched his ears. 

But wheresoe’er he rose the heavens rose, 

And the far-gazing mountain could disclose 
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bought but a wider earth j until one height 
Showed him the ocean stretched in liquid light, 
And he could hear its multitudinous roar, 

Its plunge and hiss upon the pebbled shore 
Then Jubal silent sat, and touched his lyre no more 

He thought, “ The world is great, but I am weak, 
And where the sky bends is no solid peak 
To give me footmg, but instead, this mam 
Like mynad maddened horses thundermg o’er the 
plain 

“ Hew voices come to me where’er I roam. 

My heart too widens with its widening home 
But song grows weaker, and the heart must break 
For lack of voice, oi fingers that can wake 
The lyre’s full answer ^ nay, its chords were all 
Too few to meet the growing spirit’s call 
The former songs seem little, yet no more 
Can soul, hand, voice, with interchangmg lore 
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Tell what the earth is saying unto me 
The secret is too great, I hear confusedly 

“ 1^0 farther will I tiavel once again 
My brethren I will see, and that fair plain 
Where I and Song were born There fresh voiced 
youth 

Will pour my strams with all the early truth 
Which now abides not in my voice and hands, 

But only in the soul, the will that stands 
Helpless to move My tribe remembering 
Will cry ‘^Tis he*' and run to greet me, wel- 
coming ” 

The way was weary Many a date-palm grew, 

And shoot out clustered gold against the blue, 

While Jubal, g^ded by the steadfast spheres, 

Sought the dear home of those first eager years, 

When, with fresh vision fed, the fuller will 
Took hvmg outward shape in pliant skill , 
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For still he hoped to find the former things, 

And the warm gladness recognition brings 
His footsteps erred among the mazy woods 
And long illusive sameness of the floods, 

Winding and wandering Through far regions, strange 
With Gentile homes and faces, did he range, 

And left his music in their memory, 

And left at last, when nought besides would free 
His homeward steps from clinging hands and cnes, 
The ancient lyre And now m ignorant eyes 
Ho sign remained of Jubal, Lamech’s son, 

That mortal frame wherein was first begun 
The immortal hfe of song His withered brow 
Pressed over eyes that held no hghtnmg now, 

His locks streamed whiteness on the hurrying air, 

The unresting soul had worn itself qmte bare 
Of beauteous token, as the outworn might 
Of oaks slow dying, gaunt in summer’s hght 
His full deep voice toward thinnest treble ran , 

He was the rune-wnt story of a man, 

C 
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And so at last lie neared the well-known land, 
Conld see the hills in ancient order stand 
With friendly faces whose familiar gaze 
Looked through the sunshine of his childish days , 
Knew the deep-shadowed folds of hanging woods, 
And seemed to see the self-same msect broods 
Whirling and quivermg o’er the flowers — to hear 
The self-same cuckoo making distance near 
Tea, the dear Earth, with mother’s constancy, 

Met and embraced him, and said, Thou art he * 
This was thy cradle, here my breast was thme, 
Where feedmg, thou, didst all thy life entwine 
With my sky-wedded life in heritage divme ” 

But wendmg ever through the watered plain, 

Eirm not to rest save in the home of Cam, 

He saw dread Change, with dubious face and cold 
That never kept a welcome for the old, 

Like some strange heir upon the hearth, anse 
Saying This home is nune.” He thought his eyes 
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Mocked all deep memories, as things new made, 
XTsnrpmg sense, make old things shrink and fade 
An d seem ashamed to meet the staring day 
His memory saw a small foot-trodden way, 

His eyes a broad far stretchmg paven road 
Bordered with many a tomb and fair abode , 

The little city that once nestled low 
As buzzmg groups about some central glow, 

Spread like a murmuring crowd o’er plam and 
steep, 

Or monster huge in heavy-breathmg sleep 
His heart grew faint, and trembhngly he sank 
Close by the wayside on a weed-grown bank, 

Hot far from where a new-raised temple stood. 
Sky-roofed, and fragrant with wrought cedar wood 
The mommg sun was high , his rays fell hot 
On this hap-chosen, dusty, common spot. 

On the dry withered grass and withered man 
That wondrous feame where melody began 
Lay as a tomb defeced that no eye eared to scam 
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But while he sank far music reached his ear 
He listened until wonder silenced fear 
And gladness wonder , for the broadening stream 
Of sound advancing was his early dream, 

Brought like fulfilment of forgotten prayer , 

As if his soul, breathed out upon the air, 

Had held the invisible seeds of harmony 
Quick with the various strains of hfe to be 
He hstened the sweet mingled difference 
With chaim alternate took the meeting sense , 

Then bursting like some shield-broad lily red, 
Sudden and near the trumpet’s notes out-spread, 
And soon his eyes could see the metal flower, 
Shining upturned, out on the mormng pour 
Its incense audible , could see a train 
From out the street slow-winding on the plain 
With lyres and cymbals, flutes and psaltenes, 

While men, youths, maids, in concert sang to these 
With various throat, or in, succession poured, 

Or in full volume mingled But one word 
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Euled each recurrent nse and answering fall, 

As when the multitudes adoring call 

On some great name divme, their common soul^ 

The common need, love, joy, that knits them in one 
whole 

The word was Juhal * Jubal*' filled the air 

And seemed to nde aloft, a spirit there, 

Creator of the quire, the full-fraught strain 
That grateful rolled itself to him again 
The aged man adust upon the hank — 

Whom no eye saw — at first with rapture drank 
The hhss of music, then, with swellmg heart, 

Pelt, this was his own heing*s greater part. 

The universal joy once horn in him 

But when the train, with living face and limh 

And vocal hreath, came nearer and more near. 

The longing grew that they should hold him dear , 
Him, Lamechs son, whom all their fathers knew. 

The breathing Juhal — him, to whom their love was due 
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All was forgotten tut the burning need 
To claim his fuller self, to clam the deed 
That lived away from him, and grew apart, 

While he as from a tomb, with lonely heait, 

Warmed by no meeting glance, no hand that pressed, 
Lay dull amid the life his life had blessed 
What though his song should spread from man's small 
race 

Out through the myriad worlds that people space, 
And make the heavens one joy-diffusing quire — 

StiU 'mid that vast would throb the keen desiie 
Of this poor aged flesh, this eventide, 

This twilight soon m darkness to subside, 

This httle pulse of self that, having glowed 
Through thnce three centuries, and divinely strowed 
The hght of music through the vague of sotpid, 

Ached smallness still in good that had no bound 

For no eye saw him, while with loving pride 
Each voice with each in prarse of Jubal vied 
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Must he m conscious trance, dumh, helpless lie 
While all that ardent kindred passed him by 1 
His flesh cried out to live vuth living men 
And jpin that soul which to the inward ken 
Of all the hymning tram was present there. 
Strong passion’s darmg sees not aught to dare 
The fpost-locked starkness of his flame low-bent, 
His voice’s penury of tones long spent. 

He felt not , all his bemg leaped in flame 
To meet his kindred as they onward came 
Slackenmg and wheeling toward the temple’s 
face 

He rushed before them to the ghttering space, 
And, with a strength that was but strong desire, 
Cried, I am Jubal, I ^ I made the lyre ^ ” 

The tones amid a lake of silence fell 
Broken and stramed, as if a feeble beU 
Had tuneless pealed the tnumph of a land 
To listening crowds in expectation spanned* 
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Sudden came showers of laughter on that lake y 
They spread along the tram JEcom front to wake 
In one great storm of merriment, while he 
Shrank doubting whether he could Jubal he, 

And not a dream of Jubal, whose rich vem 
Of passionate music came with that dream-pain, 
Wherein the sense slips off from each loved thmg 
And all appearance is mere vanishing 
But ere the laughter died from out the rear, 

Anger in front saw profanation near , 

Jubal was but a name in each man’s faith 
For glorious power untouched by that slow death 
Which creeps with creeping time, this too, the 
spot, 

And this the day, it must be cmne to blot, 

Even with scoiOSng at a madman’s he 
J ubal was not a name to wed with mockery* 

Two rushed upon him two, the most devout 
In honour of great Jubal, thrust him out, 
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And beat hiin witb tbeir flutes ’Twas little need , 
He strove not, cried not, but -witb tottering speed. 
As if the scorn and howls were driving wind 
That urged his body, serving so the mind 
Which could but shnnk and yearn, he sought the 
screen 

Of thorny thickets, and there fell unseen 
The immortal name of Jubal filled the sky, 

While Jubal lonely laid him down to die 
He said withm his soul, “ This is the end 
O’er all the earth to where the heavens bend 
And hem men’s travel, I have breathed my soul 
I he here now the remnant of that whole. 

The embers of a hfe, a lonely pam , 

As far-off nvers to my thirst were vam. 

So of my mighty years nought comes to me 
again. 


“ Is the day sinkmg ? Softest coolness sprmgs 
Trom somethmg round me dewy shadowy wings 
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Enclose me all around— no, not above — 

Is moonbgbt there ? I see a face of love, 

Fair as sweet music when my heart was strong 
Yea — art thou come again to me, great Song?” 

The face bent over him like silver mght 
In long-remembered summers , that calm light 
Of days which shme in firmaments of thought, 

That past unchangeable, from change still wrought 
And there were tones that with the vision blent 
He knew not if that gaze the music sent, 

Or music that calm gaze < to hear, to see, 

Was but one undivided ecstasy 
The raptured senses melted into one, 

And partmg life a mementos freedom won 
From m and outer, as a little child 
Sits on a bank and sees blue heavens mild 
Down in the water, and forgets its hmbs, 

And knoweth nought save the blue heaven that 


swims^ 
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“ Jubal,” the fece said, “ I am thy loved Past, 

The soul that makes thee one &om first to last 
I am the angel of thy life and death. 

Thy onthreathed hemg drawing its last breath. 

Am I not thine alone, a dear dead bnde 
Who Hest thy lot above aU men’s beside? 

Thy bnde whom thon wonldst never change, nor take 
Any bnde hving, for that dead one’s sake? 

Was I not all thy yearning and dehght. 

Thy chosen search, thy senses’ beauteous !Right, 
Which stiU had been the hunger of thy frame 
In central heaven, hadst thou been still the same? 
Wouldst thou have a^ed aught else from any god— 
Whether with gleaming feet on earth he trod 
Or thundered through the skies— aught dse for share 
Of mortal good, than in thy soul to bear 
The growth of song, and feel the sweet unrest 
Of the world’s spnng-tide in thy conscious breast? 
No, thoTi hadst grasped thy lot with aU its pain. 

Nor loosed it any pamle® lot to gam 
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Where music’s voice was silent , for thy fate 
Was human music’s self incoiporate 
Thy senses’ keenness and thy passionate strife 
Were flesh of her flesh and her womb of life 
And greatly hast thou hved, for not alone 
With hidden raptures were her secrets shown, 
Buned within thee, as the purple light 
Of gems may sleep m solitary night , 

But thy expanding ;joy was still to give, 

And with the generous air in song to live, 
Beedmg the wave of ever-widenmg bhss 
Where fellowship means equal perfectness 
And on the mountams in thy wandering 
Thy feet were beautiful as blossomed spring, 

That turns the leafless wood to love’s glad home, 
For with thy coming Melody was come 
This was thy lot, to feel, create, bestow, 

And that immeasurable life to know 

From which the fleshly self falls shrivelled, dead, 

A seed primeval that has forests bred 
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It IS the glory of the heritage 
Thy hfe has left, that makes thy outcast age 
Thy limhs shall lie dark, tomhless on this sod, 
Because thou shinest in man’s soul, a god, 

Who found and gave new passion and new joy 
That nought hut Earth’s destruction can destroy 
Thy gifts to give was thme of men alone 
’Twas hut in giving that thou couldst atone 
Eor too much wealth amid their poverty ” — 

The words seemed meltmg into symphony, 

The wings uphore him, and the gazing song 
Was floating him the heavenly space along, 
Where mighty harmonies ah gently fell 
Through veihng vastness, hke the far-off hell, 
Till, ever onward through the choral hlue, 

He heard more faintly and more faintly knew, 
Quitting mortahty, a quenched sun-wave, 

The All creating Presence for his grave 
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Come with me to the mountain, not where rocks 
Soar harsh above the troops of hurrying pmes, 

But where the earth spreads soft and rounded breasts 
To feed her children , where the generous hills 
Lift a green isle betwixt the sky and plain 
To keep some Old World things aloof jBrom change 
Here too *tis hill and hoUow new-born streams 
With sweet enforcement, joyously compelled 
Like laughing children, hurry down the steeps. 

And make a dimpled chase athwart the stones , 

Pme woods are black upon the heists, ttie slopes 

Are green with pasture, and fibte bearded corn 
D 
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j?rmges the blue above the sudden ndge 
A little world whose round horizon cuts 
This isle of hills with heaven for a sea, 

Save in clear moments when southwestward 
gleams 

France by the Ehme, melting anon to haze 
The monks of old chose here their still retreat, 
And called it by the Blessed Virgin's name, 

Sancta Mana, 'vriuch the peasant's tongue, 
Speaking &om out the parent's heart that turns 
All loved thmga into httle thmgs, has made 
Sanct Margen, — Holy httle Mary, dear 
As all the sweet home things she smiles upon, 

The children and the cows, the apple-trees, 

The cart, the plough, ah named with that caress 
Which feigns them httle, easy to be held, 

Famihar to the eyes and hand and heart. 

What though a Queen ? She puts her crown away 
And wxtli her httle Boy wears common clothes, 
Caring for common wants, remembering 
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That day -when good Samt Joseph left his work 
To marry her with humble trust subhme 

The monks are gone, their shadows fall no more 
Tall-frocked and cowled athwart the eTemng fields 
At nnlkmg-time^ their silent corridors 
Are turned to homes of bare-armed, aproned men, 
Who toil for wife and children But the bdls, 
Pealing on high from two q[uaint convent towers, 
StiH ring the Cathohc signals, summonmg 
To grave remembrance of the larger life 
That bears our own, like perishable fruit 
Upon its heaven-wide branches At th&n sound 
The shepherd boy far off upon the hdl, 

The workers with the saw and at the forge, 

The triple generation round the hearth,— 
Gxandames and mothers and the flute-voiced girls, — 
Fall on their knees and send forth prayerful ones 
To the kmd Mother with the little Boy, 

Who pleads for helpless men against the sttra^ 
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Lightning and plagues and all temfic shapes 
Of power supreme 

Within the prettiest hollow of these hills, 
Just as you enter it, upon the slope 
Stands a low cottage neighboured cheerily 
By running water, which, at farthest end 
Of the same hollow, turns a heavy mill. 

And feeds the pasture for the miller’s cows, 
Blanchi and iNTageh, Veilchen and the rest, 
Matrons with faces as Gnselda mild, 

Coming at call And on the farthest height 
A little tower looks out above the pines 
Where mounting you will find a sanctuary 
Open and still , without, the silent crowd 
Of heaven-planted, incense-mingling flowers , 
Within, the altar where the Mother sits 
^Mid votive tablets hung from far-off years 
By peasants succoured in the peril of fire, 
Bever, or flood, who thought that Mary's love, 
Wiling but not omnipotent, had stood 
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Between their lives and that dread power which slew 
Their neighbour at their side The chapel bell 
Will melt to gentlest music ere it reach 
That cottage on the slope, whose garden gate 
Has caught the rose-tree boughs and stands ajar , 

So does the door, to let the sunbeams in , 

For in the slantmg sunbeams angels come 
And visit Agatha who dwells within, — 

Old Agatha, whose cousins Kate and Kell 
Are housed by her in Love and Duty’s name, 

They being feeble, with small withered wits. 

And she beheving that the higher gift 
Was given to be shared So Agatha 
Shares her one room, all neat on afternoons, 

As if some memory were sacred there 
And everything withm-the four low walls 
« An honoured relic 

One long summer’s day 

* 

Ad aDgd entered at tlie rose-hnng gate, 

With skirts pale hlue, a hro'w to quench the pearl, 
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Hair soft and blonde as infants*, plenteous 
As hers who made the wavy lengths once speak 
The grateful worship of a rescued soul 
The angel paused before the open door 
To give good day Come m,” said Agatha 
I followed close, and watched and hstened there 
The angel was a lady, noble, young, 

Taught in all seemhness that fits a court, 

All lore that shapes the mind to dehcate use, 

Yet quiet, lowly, as a meek white dove 
That with its presence teaches gentleness 
Men called her Countess Linda , little girls 
In Freiburg town, orphans whom she caressed, 
Said Mamina Linda yet her years were few, 
Her outward beauties all in budding-tim^, 

Her virtues the aroma of the plant 

That dwells in aU its being, root, stem, leaf, 

And waits not npeness 

Sit,” said Agatha 

Her cousins were at work in neighbouring homes 
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But yet she was not lonely ^ all things round 
Seemed iBdled with noiseless yet responsive life, 

As of a child at breast that gently clings 
Not snnhght only or the breathing flowers 
Or the swift shadows of the birds and bees, 

But all the household goods, which, polished fair 
By hands that cherished them for service done, 
Shone as with glad content The wooden beams 
Dark and yet finendly, easy to be reached, 

Bore three white crosses for a speakmg sign , 

The walls had httle pictures hung a-row, 

Telhng the stories of Saint Ursula, 

And Saint Elizabeth, the lowly queen , 

And on the bench that served for table too, 

Skirtmg the wall to save the narrow space, 

There lay the Cathohc books, inherited 
From those old times when printing still was young 
“With stout-limbed promise, hke a sturdy boy 
And m the farthest comer stood the bed 
Where o’er the pillow hung two pictures wreathed 
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With fresh-plucked ivy one the Virgin's death, 
And one her flowering tomb, while high above 
She smiling bends and lets her girdle down 
For ladder to the soul that cannot trust 
In hfe which outlasts burial Agatha 
Sat at her knitting, aged, upright, shm, 

And spoke her welcome with mild dignity 
She kept the company of kings and queens 
And mitred samts who sat below the feet 
Of Francis with the ragged frock and wounds , 
And Bank for her meant Duty, various, 

Yet equal in its worth, done worthily 
Command was service , humblest service done 
By willing and discernmg souls was glory 
Fair Countess Linda sat upon the bench, 

Close fronting the old knitter, and they talked 
With sweet antiphony of young and old 

AGATHA 


You like our valley, lady ? I am glad 
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You thouglit xt well to come again But rest — 
The walk is long from Master Michael’s inn 

COUNTESS LINDA 

Yes, but no walk is prettier 

AGATHA 

It is true 

There lacks no blessing here, the waters all 
Have virtues hke the garments of the Lord, 

And heal much sickness , then, the crops and cows 
nourish past speakmg, and the garden flowers, 
Pink, blue, and purple, ’tis a joy to see 
" How they yield honey for the singing bees 
I would the whole world were as good a home 

COUNTESS LINDA 

And you are weE off, Agatha ^ — ^your faends 
Left you a certam bread is it not so ? 



58 


AGATHA 


AGATHA 

!N’ot so at all, dear lady I had nought, 

Was a poor orphan , but I came to tend 
Here m this house, an old afflicted pair, 

Who wore out slowly , and the last who died, 

Full thirty years ago, left me this roof 

And all the household stuff It was great wealth , 

And so I had a home for Kate and Hell 

OOUNTKSS LINDA 

But how, then, have you earned your daily bread 
These thirty years *2 


AGATHA 

0, that IS easy earning 
We help the neighbours, and our bit and sup 
Is never faihng • they have work for us 
In house and field, all sorts of odds and ends, 
Patching and mending, turning o’er the hay, 
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Holding sick duldren, — there is always work , 

And they are very good, — the neighhonrs are 
Weigh not onr hits of work with weight and scale, 
Eut glad themselves with giving ns good shares 
Of meat and drink , and m the big farm-house 
When cloth comes home from weavmg, the good 
wife 

Cuts me a piece, — ^this very gown, — and says 
Here, Agatha, you old maid, you have time 
To pray for Hans who is gone soldiermg 
The saints might help him, and they have much to do, 
’Twere well they were besought to think of him ” 
She spoke half jesting, but I pray, I pray 
Por poor young Hans I take it much to heart 
That other people are worse off than I, — 

I ease my soul with praying for them all 

COUNTESS LINDA 

That is your way of singing, Agatha , 

Just as the mghtmgales pour forth sad songs. 
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And when they reach men's ears they make men's 
hearts 

Feel the more kindly ' 

AGATHA 

hTay, I cannot smg 

My voice is hoarse, and oft I think my prayers 
Are foohsh, feeble thmgs , for Christ is good 
Whether I pray or not, — ^the Virgin's heart 
Is kmder far than mine , and then I stop 
And feel I can do nought towards helpmg men, 
TiU put it comes, like tears that will not hold, 

And I must pray again for aU the world 
'Tis good to me, — I mean the neighbours are 
To Kate and KeE too I have money saved 
To go on pilgrimage the second time 

COUNTESS LINDA 

And do you mean to go on pilgrimage 
W'lth all your years to carry, Agatha? 
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The years are light, dear lady ’tis my sms 
Aie heavier than I would And I shall go 
All the way to Emsiedeln with that load 
I need to work it off 

COUNTESS LINDA 

What sort of sms, 

Dear Agatha ^ I think they must be small 

AGATHA 

JSTay, but they may be greater than I know , 

'Tis but dim light I see by So I try 
All ways I know of to be cleansed and pure 
I would not smk where evil spirits axe 
There's perfect goodness somewhere so I strive 

COUNTESS LINDA 

You were the better for that pilgrimage 
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You made before? The sbrme is beautiful , 
And then you saw fresh country all the way 

AGATHA 

Yes, that is true. And ever since that time 
The world seems greater, and the Holy Church 
More wonderful The blessed pictures all, 

The heavenly images with books and wmgs, 
Are company to me through the day and 
night 

The time t the time * It never seemed far 
back, 

Only to father’s fether and his kin 
That hved before him But the time stretched 
out 

After that pilgrimage I seemed to see 
Far back, and yet I knew time lay behind, 

As there are countries lymg still behind 
The highest mountains, there in Switzerland 
0, it is great to go on pilgrimage ^ 
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COUNTESS LINDA 

Perhaps some neighbours will be pilgnms too, 

And you can start together m a band 

AGATHA 

Kot from these hills people are busy here, 

The beasts want tendance One who is not missed 
Can go and pray for others who must work 
I owe it to aU neighbours, young and old , 

Por they are good past thinking, — lads and girls 
Given to mischief, merry naughtiness, 

Quiet it, as the hedgehogs smooth their spines, 

For fear of hurting poor old Agatha. 

Tis pretly why, the cherubs m the sky 
Look young and merry, and the angels play 
On citherns, lutes, and all sweet instruments 
I would have young things meny See the Lord ^ 
A little baby playing with the birds , 

And how the Biased Mother smiles at him 
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I think you are too happy, Agatha, 

To care for heaven Earth contents you well 

AGATHA 

Ifay, nay, I shall be called, and I shall go 
Eight willingly I shall get helpless, blind, 

Be hke an old stalk to be plucked away 

The garden must be cleared for young spring plants 

’Tis home beyond the grave, the most are there, 

All those we pray to, all the Church's lights, — 

And poor old souls are welcome in their rags 
One sees it by the pictures Good Samt 
The Yirgin's mother, she is very old, 

And had her troubles with her husband too 
Poor Kate and Kell are younger far than I, 

But they will have this roof to cover them 
I shall go willingly ; and willingness 
Makes the yoke easy and the burden hght 
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COUNTESS LINDA 

"When you go southward in your pilgrimage, 

Come to see me in Treiburg, Agatha 

Where you have friends you should not go to inns 


AGATHA 

Yes, I will gladly come to see you, lady 
And you wiH give me sweet hay for a bed. 
And in the morning I shall wake betimes 
And start when aU the birds begin to sing 


COUNTESS LINDA 

You wear your smart clothes on the pilgrimage, 
Such pretty clothes as all the women here 
Keep by them for their best a velvet cap 
And collar golden-broidered 1 They look well 
On old and young alike 

E 
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Kay, I have none, — 

Kever had better clothes than these you see 
Good clothes are pretty, but one sees them best 
When others wear them, and I somehow thought 
^Twas not worth while I had so many things 
More than some neighbours, I was partly shy 
Of wearing better clothes than they, and now 
I am so old and custom is so strong 
’Twould hurt me sore to put on finery 

COUNTESS LINDA 

Your grey hair is a crown, dear Agatha 
Shake hands , good-bye The sun is gomg down, 
And I must see the glory from the hill* 

I stayed among those hills , and oft heard more 
Of Agatha I liked to hear her name, 

As that of one half grandame and half samt, 
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Uttered witli reverent playfulness The lads 
And younger men all called her mother, aunt, 

Or granny, with their pet diminutives, 

And bade their lasses and their brides behave 
Eight well to one who surely made a link 
Twixt faulty folk and God by loving both 
Kot one but counted service done by her, 

Askmg no pay save just her daily bread 

At feasts and weddmgs, when they passed in groups 

Along the vale, and the good country wine, 

Being vocal m them, made them quire along 
In quamtly mmgled mirth and piety, 

They fain must jest and play some friendly trick 
On three old maids , but when the moment came 
Always they bated breath and made their sport 
Gentle as feather-stroke, that Agatha 
Might like the waking for the love it showed 
Their song made happy music ’mid the hills, 

For nature tuned their race to harmony, 

And poet Hans, the tailor, wrote them songs 
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That grew out their life, as crocuses 
From out the meadow's moistness 'Twas his 
song 

They oft sang, wending homeward from a feast, — 
The song I give you It brings in, you see, 

Their gentle jesting with the three old maids 

Midnight by the chapel bell f 
Homeward, homeward all, farewell » 

I with you, and you with me, 

Miles are short with company 

Heart of Mary^ Hess the way^ 
Keejy m all hy mglif and day / 

Moon and stars at feast with night 
How have drunk their fill of light 
Home they hurry, making time 
Trot apace, like merry rhyme* 

Heart of Mary, mydio rose^ 

Send m all a meet r&poee I 
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Swiftly througli tlie wood down Ml, 

Eun till you can hear the mill 
Toni’s ghost IS wandering now, 

Shaped just hke a snow-white cow 
Heart of Mary^ moi ning star, 

Ward off danger, mar 07 far 1 

Toni’s wagon with its load 

Tell and crushed him in the road 

’Twixt these pine-trees ITever fear ^ 

Give a neighbour’s ghost good cheer 

Holy Babe^ our Qod and Brother, 
Bind iis fast to one another! 

Hark ^ the mill is at its work, 

How we pass beyond the murk 
To the hollow, where the moon 
Makes her silvery afternoon 

Good 8a%nt Joseph^ faithful spouse^ 
Help m all to Jce^ our vows f 
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Here tlie three old maidens dwell, 
Agatha and Kate and Kell , 

See, the moon shines on the thatch, 
We will go and shake the latch 

Eem t of Mary, cup of joy, 

Give us mil th without alloy ^ 

Hush, ’tis heie, no noise, sing low, 

Eap with gentle knuckles — so * 

Like the httle tapping "birds, 

On the door , then sing good words 

Meeh Saint Anna, old and fan, 
Hallow all the sTtow^mhite hair f 

Little maidens old, sweet dreams * 
Sleep one sleep till morning beams 
Mothers ye, who help us all, 

Quick at hand, if ill hefaU 

Holy Gahielf lilydaden, 

Bless the aged mother-maiden I 
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forward, mount the broad hillside 
Swift as soldiers when they nde 
See the two towers how they peep, 
Eonnd-capped giants, o^er the steep 
Hemt of Mm y, hy thy sorrow^ 

Keq> us upright through the mOnoio f 

I^ow they rise quite suddenly 
Like a man from bended knee, 

ISTow Samt Margen is in sight. 

Here the roads branch off — good night * 
Heart of Mary^ ly thy grace, 

Give us with the saints a place f 
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SCENE I 

A Salon ht mth lamps and ornamented w%tlh g^mi 
plants An open pmno, with many scattered sheets 
of music Bronze lusts of Beethoven and Gluck on 
pillars opposite each other A small table spread 
mth supper To Feaulein Waleuega, who ad- 
vances mth a slight lameness of gait from an adjoin- 
ing roomy enters Geap DoENBEEa at the opposite 
doo7 in a travelling dress 

GEAP 

Good morning, Franlem ’ 

WALPUEGA 

What, so soon returned? 

I feared your mission kept you still at Prague. 
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GEAF 

But now arrived ’ You see my tiavelling dress 
I hurried from the panting, roaring steam 
Like any courier of embassy 
Who hides the fiends of war within his bag 

WALPTJBGA 

You know that Armgart sings to-night *2 


GRAF 


Has sung * 

'Tis close on half-past nine The Orpheus 
Lasts not so long Her spirits — ^were they high ? 
Was Leo confident ? 


WALPURGA 

He only feared 

Some tameness at beginning Let the house 
Once ring, he said, with plaudits, she is safe 
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And Armgart *2 


GEAP 


WALPUEGA 

She was stiller than her wont 
But once, at some such trivial word of mine, 

As that the highest prize might yet he won 
By her who took the second — she was roused 
“ Bor me,” she said, “ I triumph or I fail 
I never strove for any second pnze ” 

GEAP 

Poor human-hearted smging-hird ^ She hears 
Caesar’s amhition in her dehcate breast. 

And nought to still it with hut quivenng song » 

WALPUEGA, 


I had not for the world been there to-night 
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XJnieasonable dread oft chills me more 
Than any reasonable hope can warm 

GRAF 

You have a rare affection for your cousin , 

As tender as a sister’s 

WALPURGA 

^^ay, I fear 

My love is little more than what I felt 
For happy stories when I was a child 
She fills my life that would be empty else, 

And lifts my nought to value by her side 

GRAP 

She is reason good enough, or seems to be, 
Why all were born whose bemg ministers 
To her completeness Is it most her voice 
Subdues us? or her instinct exquisite, 
Informing each old stram with some new grace 
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4i^ 

Which takes our sense like any natural good '2 

Or most her spiritual energy 

That sweeps us in the current of her song 


WALPUBGA 

I know not Losing either, we should lose 
That whole we call our Armgart For herself, 

She often wonders what her life had been 
Without that voice for channel to her soul 
She says, it must have leaped through all her 
hmbs — 

Made her a Maenad — made her snatch a brand 
And fire some forest, that her rage might mount 
In crashing roaring flames through half a land, 
Leavmg her still and patient for,a while 
Poor wretch * ” she says, of any murderess — 
c( world was cruel, and she could not sing 
I carry my revenges m my throat , 

I love m singing, and am loved again ” 



80 


ARMaART 


GRAF 

Mere mood * I cannot yet believe it more. 

Too much, ambition has unwomaned her ^ 

But only for a while Her nature hides 
One half its treasures by its very wealth, 

Taxing the hours to show it 

WALPURGA 

Hark* s|ie comes 

Enter Luo mth a wreath m Jm %&l0ig the door ope 
for Armgart, who wears a fwrod rmntk and hooi 
She %s followed by her carrying an armful i 

bouquets 

LEO 

Place for the queen of song * 

Grap {admming towards Armgart, who throws o 
her hood and mantle, and shows a star of bnlhani 
in her hair) 


A triumph, then 
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You will not be a niggard of your joy 
And chide the eagerness that came to share it 

ABMOART 

0 kind ’ you hastened your return for me 

1 would you had been there to hear me smg ^ 
Walpurga, kiss me never tremble more 

Lest Armgart’s wing should fail her. She has 
found 

This night the region where her rapture breathes — 
Pouring her passiofl. on “^e air made live 
With human heart-throbs Tell them, Leo, tell 
them 

How I outsang your hope and made you cry 
Because Gluck could not hear me That was foUy ’ 
He sang, not listened every linked note 
Was his immortal pulse that stirred in mme, 

And all my gladness is but part of him 
Give me the wreath 

crowm the hmi of GnuoK 
F 
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LEO (sardonically) 

Ay, ay, but mark you this 
It was not part of him — that trill you made 
In spite of me and reason * 

AEMGAET 

You were wrong — 

Dear Leo, you were wrong the house was held 
As if a storm were hstemng with delight 
And hushed its thunder 


LEO 

Will you ask the house 

To teach you singing ? Quit your Orpheus then, 
And sing in farces grown to operas, 

Where all the prurience of the full-fed mob 
Is tickled with melodic impudence 
Jerk forth burlesque bravuras, square your arma^,^ 
Akimbo with a tavern wench's grace, 
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And set tlie splendid compass of yonr voice 
To lync jigs Go to * I thought yon meant 
To he an artist — ^hft; yonr audience 
To see your vision, not tnok forth a show 
To please the grossest taste of grossest nnmhers 

ARMGART (taking up leg’s hand^ and kumig it) 

Pardon, good Leo, I am pemtent 
I will do penance smg a hnndxed trills 
Into a deep-dng grave, then hnrying them 
As one did Midas’ secret, nd myself 
Of naughty exultation 0 I tnlled 
At nature’s prompting, like the nightingales 
Go scold them, dearest Leo 

LEO 

I stop my eais 

Mature m Gluck inspiring Orpheus, 

Has done with mghtmgales Are hird-heaks hps ? 
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GRAF 

Truce to rebukes ’ Tell us — wbo weie not 
there — 

The double drama how the expectant house 
Took the first notes 

WALPURGA (turning from h&i occupation of dechmg 
the room loith theflotoeis) 

Yes, tell ns all, dear Armgait 
Did you feel tremors ^ Leo, how did she look ^ 

Was there a cheer to greet her ^ 

LEO 

ISTot SL sound 

She walked hke Orpheus m bis solitude. 

And seemed to see nought but what no man saw 
Twas famous N’ot the Sehroeder-Devnent 
Had done it better But your blessed public 
Had never any judgment in cold blood — 
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Tlunks all perhaps were bettei otherwise, 

Till rapture brings a reason 

ARMGART {scoinfuLly) 

I knew that ’ 

The women whispered, “ iTot a pietty face * ” 

The men, “Well, well, a goodly length of 
limb 

She bears the cbiton — It were all the same 
Were I the Virgin Mother and my stage 
The opemng heavens at the Judgment day 
Gossips would peep, jog elbows, rate the pnce 
Of such a woman m the social mart 
What were the drama of the world to them. 

Unless they felt the hell-prong^ 

LEO 

Peace, now, peace ^ 

I hate my phrases to be smothered o’er 
With sauce of paraphrase, my sober tune 
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Made bass to rambling trebles, showering down 
In endless demi-semi-qnavers 

ABMGART (taking a bon-bon from the table^ uplift- 
ing it before putting it into her mouth, and 
turning away) 

Mum J 


GRAF 

Yes, tell us all the glory, leave the blame 

WALPTJRGA 

You first, dear Leo — what you saw and heard , 
Then Armgart— she must tell us what she felt 

LEO 

Well ^ The first notes came clearly firmly forth 
And I was easy, for behind those nils 
I knew there was a fountain I could see 
The house was breathing gently, heads were still , 
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Parrot opmion was struck meekly mute, 

Aud Ixurnan hearts were swellmg Armgart 
stood 

As if she had heeri, new-created there 
Aud found her voice which found a melody 
The mmx * Gluck had not written, nor I taught 
Orpheus was Armgart, Armgart Orpheus 
Well, well, aU through the sc&m I could feel 
The silence tremhle now, now poise itself 
With added weight of feeling, till at last 
Dehght o’er-toppled it The final note 
Had happy drowning in the unloosed roar 
That suited and ebbed and ever surged again, 

Till expectation kept it pent awhile 

% 

Ere Orpheus returned Pfui ^ He was changed 
My demi-god was pale, had downcast eyes 
That quivered like a brideV who fain would 
send 


Backward the rising tear 
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ARMGABT {advancing^ hut then tmning away, as if 
to check her speech) 

I mas a bride, 

As nnns are at tbeir spousals 

LEO 

Ay, my lady, 

That moment will not come again applause 
May come and plenty , but the first, first draught ’ 

(Snaps his fingers ) 

Music has sounds for it — I know no words 
I felt it once myself when they performed 
My overture to Smtram Well ’ ’tis strange. 

We know not pain from pleai^jj^^n such joy 

AEMGART (twTTang gmcMy) 

0, pleasure has cramped dwelhng* m our 
souls, 
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And wlien full Being comes must call on pam 
To lend it liberal space 

WALPURGA 

I hope tbe house 

Kept a reserve of plaudits I am jealous 
Lest they had dulled themselves for coming good 
That should have seemed the better and the 
best 


LEO 

Ko, ’twas a revel where they had but quaffed 
Their opening cup I thank the artistes star, 

His audience keeps not sober once afire. 

They flame towards chmax, though his merit hold 
But fairly even 

ARMGABT Qiefir hand on leo^s arm) 

Kow, now, confess the truths 
I sang still better to the very end — 
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All save the tnll ^ I give that up to you, 

To hite and growl at Why, you said yourself 
Each time I sang, it seemed new doors were oped 
That you migl|t hear heaven clearer 

LEO {shaking his finger) 

I was raving 


ARMOART 

I am not glad with that mean vanity 
Which knows no good beyond its appetite 
Full feasting upon praise f I am only glad, 

Being praised for what I know is worth the praise , 
Glad of the proof that I myself have part 
In what I worship ^ At the last applause — ^ 
Seeming a roar of tropic wm^ that tossed 
The handkerchiefs and many-coloured flowers, 

FaUmg like shattered ramhows all around 

Think you I felt myself a pnma donna ^ 
i^'o, hut a happy spiritual star 
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Such as old Dante saw, wrought in a rose 
Of light in Paradise, whose only self 
Was consciousness of glory wide-diffused, 

Music, life, power — I moving in t|ii midst 
With a sublime necessity of good 

LEO {mth a shrug) 

I thought it was a 'pnma donna came 
Within the side-scenes , ay, and she was proud 
To find the bouquet from the royal box 
Enclosed a jewel-case, and proud to wear 
A star of bnlhants, quite an earthly star, 

Valued by thalers Come, my lady, own 
Ambition has five senses, and a self 
That gives it good warm lodgmg when it sinks 
Plump down from ecstasy 

ARMGART 

Own it % why not 1 

Am I a sage whose words must fall like seed 
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Silently buried toward a far-off spring ? 

I sing to living men and my effect 
Is like the summer’s sun, that ripens corn 
Or now or never If the world brings me gifts, 
Gold, incense, myrrh — ’twill be the needful sign 
That I have stirred it as the high year stirs 
Before I sink to winter 

GRAF 

Ecstasies 

Are short— most happily * We should but lose 
Were Armgart borne too commonly and long 
Out of the self that chaims us Could I choose, 
She were less apt to soar beyond the reach 
Of woman^s foibles, innocent vanities, 

Fondness for trifles like that pretty star 
Twinkling beside her cloud of ebon hair 

ARMGARr (poking out the gem omd loohing at %t) 
This little star ^ I would it were the seed 
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Of a whole Milky Way, if such bright shimmer 
Were the sole speech men told them rapture with 
At Armgart’s music Shall I turn aside 
Tiom splendours which flash out the glow I 
make, 

And live to make, in all the chosen breasts 
Of half a Continent ^ Noy may it come. 

That splendour ^ May the day be near when 
men 

Think much to let my horses draw me home, 

And new lands welcome me upon them beach, 
Loving me for my fame That is the truth 
Of what I wish, nay, yearn for Shall I he *2 

Pretend to seek obscurity — ^to smg 
In hope of disregard ^ A vile pretence ^ 

And blasphemy besides Por what is fame 
But the benignant strength of One, transformed 
To joy of Many ? Tributes, plaudits come 
As necessary breathing of such joy. 

And may they come to me ^ 
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GRAF 

The auguries 

Point clearly that way Is it no offence 
To wish the eagle’s wing may find repose, 

As feebler wings do, in a quiet nest % 

Ox has the taste of fame already turned 
The Woman to a Muse 

nnq {g<mg to the table) 

Who needs no suppei 
I am her pnest, ready to eat her share 
Of good Walpurga’s offerings 

WALPURGA 

Armgart, come 

Graf, will you come ? 


GRAF 


Thanks, I play truant here, 
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And must retrieve my seK-mdulged delay 
But will the Muse receive a votary 
At any hour to-morrow^ 

ARMGART 

Any hour 

After rehearsal, after twelve at noon 


SCENE II 

The eame Sahn^ mormng Armoart seatep m her bonnet 
and walking dress The Grap standvn^near her against 
Ike jgmno ' 

grap 

Armgart, to many minds the first success 
Is reason for desistmg I have known 
A man so versatile, he tried all arts, 

' But when in each hy turns he had achieved 
Just so much mastery as made men say, 



ARMGAET 


“ He could be king here if he would,” he threw 
The lauded skill aside He hates, said one, 

The level of achieved pre-eminence. 

He must be conquering still , but others said — 

ABMGAET 

The truth, I hope he had a meagre soul, 

Holdmg no depth where love could root itself 
“ Could if he would ^ ” True greatness ever wiUs — 
It hves in wholeness if it hve at aU, 

And all its strength is kmt with constancy 

GRAF 

He used to say himself he was too sane 
To give his hfe away for excellence 
Which yet must stand, an ivory statuette^ 

Wrought to perfection through long lonely years, 
Huddled m the mart of mediocrities 
He said, the very finest doing wins 
The admiring only, but to leave undone, 
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Promise and not fulfil, like buned youth, 

Wins all the envious, makes them sigh your name 
As that fair Absent, blameless Possible, 

Which could alone impassion them , and thus, 
Serene negation has free gift of aU, 

Panting achievement struggles, is denied, 

Or vans to lose agam What say you, Armgart ? 
Truth has rough flavours if we bite it through , 

I think this sarcasm came from out its core 
Of bitter irony 


AEMGART 

It IS the truth 

Mean souls select to feed upon. What then? 
Their meanness is a truth, which I will spurn 
The praise I seek hves not m envious breath 
Using my name to bhght another’s deed 
I smg for love of song and that renown 
Which IS the spreading act, the world-wide diare, 

Of good that I was bom with Had I failed — 

a 
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Well, that had been a truth most pitiable 
I cannot bear to think what life would be 
With high hope shrunk to endurance, stunted aims 
Like broken lances ground to eating-kniTes, 

A self sunk down to look with level eyes 
At low achievement, doomed from day to day 
To distaste of its consciousness But I 


GBAP 

Have won, not lost, in your decisive throw 
And I too glory in this issue , yet, 

The pubhc verdict has no potency 
To sway my judgment of what Armgart is 
Mg pure delight in her would be but sulhed, 

If it overflowed with mixture of men’s praise 
And had she failed, I should have said, The peail 
Bemams a pearl for me, reflects the hght 
With the same fitness that first charmed my gaze — 
Is worth as fine a settmg now as then ” 
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ABMGABT {rising) 

0 you are good ^ But why will you rehearse 
The talk of cynics, who with msect eyes 
Explore the secrets of the ruhbish-heap *2 

1 hate your epigrams and pointed saws 
Whose narrow truth is hut broad falsity 
Confess your huend was shallow 

GRAF 

I confess 

Life IS not rounded in an epigram, 

And saying aught, we leave a world unsaid 
I quoted, merely to shape forth my thought 
That high success has terrors when achieved-^ 
Like preternatural spouses whose dire love 
Hangs perilous on shght observances 
Whence it were possible that Anngart crowned 
Might turn and hsten to a pleading voice, 
Though Armgart striving m the race was deaf 
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You said you daied not think what Me had been 
Without the stamp of eminence ^ have you thought 
How you will bear the poise of eminence 
With dread of sliding Pamt the futuie out 
As an unchecked and glorious career, 

^Twill grow more strenuous by the very love 
You bear to excellence, the very fate 
Of human powers, which tread at every step 
On possible verges 


ARMGART 

I accept the peril 

I choose to walk high with sublimer dread 
Eather than crawl in safety And, besides, 
I am an artist as you are a noble 
I ought to bear the burthen of my rank. 

GRAF 


Such parallels, deal Armgart, aie but snares 
To catch the mind with seeming argument — 
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Small baits of likeness ’mid disparity 
Men rise the bigher as tbeir task is bigb, 

The task being well achieved A woman’s ranlc 
Lies in the fulness of her womanhood 
Therein alone she is royal 

ARMGAET 

Yes, I know 

The oft-tanght Gospel Woman, thy desire 
Shall be that all superlatives on earth 
Eelong to men, save the one highest kind — 

To be a mother Thou shalt not desire 
To do aught best save pure subservience 
[Nature has willed it so * ” 0 blessed Nature * 
Let her be arbitress , she gave me voice 
Such as she only gives a woman child, 

Best of its kmd, gave me ambition too, 

That sense transcendent which can taste the joy 
Of swaying multitudes, of being adored 
Bor such achievement, needed excellence, 
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As man^s best art must wait for, or be dumb 
Men did not say, when I bad sung last nigbt, 
’Twas good, nay, wonderful, considermg 
Sbe IS a woman’' — and tben turn to add, 

Tenor or bantone bad sung ber songs 
Better, of course sbe’s but a woman spoiled ” 

I beg your pardon, Graf, you said it 

GRAF 

bTo » 

How should I say it, Armgart I wbo own 
Tbe magic of your nature-given art 
As sweetest effluence of your womanbood 
Wbicb, being to my choice tbe best, must find 
Tbe best of utterance But this I say 
Tour fervid youth beguiles you , you mistake 
A strain of lymc passion for a life 
Which in tbe spending is a chronicle 
With ugly pages Trust me, Armgart, trust me , 
Ambition exquisite as yours which soais 
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Toward something quintessential you call fame, 

Is not robust enough for this gross world 
Whose fame is dense with false and foolish breath 
Ardour, a-twm with nice refinmg thought, 
Prepares a double pain Pam had been saved, 
Kay, purer glory reached, had you been throned 
As woman only, holdmg all your art 
As attribute to that dear sovereignty — 
Concentering your power m home delights 
Which penetrate and purify the world 

ARMOART 

What, leave the opera with my part ill-sung 
While I was warblmg m a drawmg-room ? 

Smg in the chimney-corner to mspire 
My husband readmg news ? Let the world hear 
My music only m his morning speech 
Less stammermg than most honourable men^s'^ 

Ko ^ teU me that my song is poor, my art 
The piteous feat of weakness apmg strength— 
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That were fit proem to your argument 
Till then, I am an artist hy my birth — 

By the same warrant that I am a woman 
ITay, in the added rarer gift I see 
Supreme vocation if a conflict comes, 

Pensh — ^no, not the woman, but the joys 
Which men make narrow by their narrowness 

0 I am happy ^ The great masters write 

For women’s voices, and great Music wants me » 

1 need not crush myself within a mould 
Of theory called hTature I have room 
To breathe and grow unstunted 

GEAF 

Armgart, hear me 

I meant not that our talk should hurry on 
To such collision. Foresight of the ills 
Thick shadowmg your path, drew on my speech 
Beyond mtention True, I came to ask 
A great renunciation, but not this 
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Towards winch my words at first perversely strayed, 
As if m memory of their earlier suit, 

Torgetful 

Armgart, do you remember too ? the suit 
Had but postponement, was not quite disdained — 
Was told to wait and learn — ^what it has learned — 
A more submissive speech 

ARMOART (with some agitation) 

Then it forgot 

Its lesson cruelly As I remember, 

'Twas not to speak save to the artist cro'^vned,, 

Hor speak to her of casting off her crown 

GRAF 

Hor wiH it, Armgart I come not to seek 
Any renunciation save the wife’s, 

Which turns away from other possible love 

Huture and worthier to take his love 

Who asks the name of husband He who sought 
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Armgart obscure, and beard ber answer, ‘‘Wait ” — 
May come without suspicion now to seek 
Armgart applauded 

ARMGABT (tuming towards him) 

Yes, without suspicion 
Of aught save what consists with faithfulness 
In all expressed intent Forgive me, Graf — 

I am ungrateful to no soul that loves me — 

To you most grateful Yet the best mtent 
Grasps but a hving present which may grow 
Like any unfledged bird. You are a noble, 

And have a high career , just now you said 
*Twas higher far than aught a woman seeks 
Beyond mere womanhood You claim to be 
More than a husband, but could not rejoice 
That I were more than wife What follows, then % 
You choosmg me with such persistency 
As IS but stretched-out rashness, soon must find 
Our mamage asks concessions, asks resolve 
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Tq share renmiciatioii or demand it 
Either we both renounce a mnttial ease, 

As m a nation’s need both man and wife 

Do pubhc services, or one of ns 

Must yield that something else for which each lives 

Besides the other Men are reasoners 

That premiss of superior claims perforce 

Urges conclusion — “ Anngart, it is you ” 


GRAF 

But if I say I have considered this 
With stnct prevision, counted all the cost 
Which that great good of loving you demands — 
Questioned my stores of patience, half-resolved 
To hve lesigned without a bhss whose threat 
Touched you as well as me — and finally, 

With impetus of undivided will 
Eetumed to say, You shall be free as now , 
Only accept the refuge shelter, guard, 
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My love mil give your freedom — theu your words 
Aie hard accusal 


ABMGART 

Well, I accuse myself 
My love would be accomplice of your will 

GBAP 

Again — my will 1 


ABMGABT 

0 your unspoken will 
Your silent tolerance would torture me, 
And on that rack I should deny the good 
I yet beheved in 


GBAP 

Then 1 am the man 
Whom you would love ? 
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ARMGART 

Whom I refuse to love ’ 
i^’o, I will live alone and pour my pain 
Witli passion into music, where it turns 
To what is best within my better self 
I will not take for husband one who deems 
The thing my soul acknowledges as good — 

The thing I hold w’-orth strivmg, suffermg for, 
To be a thing dispensed with easily, 

Or else the idol of a mind infirm 


GRAF 

Armgart, you are ungenerous , you strain 
My thought beyond its mark Our d^erence 
Lies not so deep as love — as union 
Through a mysterious filtness that transcends 
Formal agreement 
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ARMGART 

It lies deep enongli 
To cliafe the unioii If many a man 
Ee&ains, degraded, from the utmost right, 

Because the pleadings of his wife’s small fears 
Are httle serpents biting at his heel, — 

How shall a woman keep her steadfastness 
Beneath a frost within her husband’s eyes 
Where coldness scorches ^ Graf, it is your sorrow 
That you love Armgart Nay, it is her sorrow 
That she may not love you 

GRAF 

Woman, it seems, 
Has enviable power to love or not 
According to her will 


ARMGART 


She has the will — 
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I have — who am one woman — not to take 
Disloyal pledges that divide hex will 
The man who marries me must wed my Art — 
Honour and cherish it, not tolerate 

GRAF 

The man is yet to come whose theory 

Will weigh as nought with you agamst his love 

ARMGART 

Whose theory will plead beside his love 

GRAF 

Himself a smger, then? who knows no life 
Out of the opera books, where tenor parts 
Are found to suit him? 

ARMGART 

You are bitter, Graf 

Yorgive me , seek the woman you deserve, 
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Without the hliss of singing to the world, 

And feehng all my world respond to me 

GBAF 

May it be lasting Then, we two must part ? 

AEMGART 

T thank you from my heart foi all Farewell * 


SCENE III— A Year Later 

The sctme Salon Walpurga zs standmg looking towards 
the window with an air of uneasiness Doctor Grahkt 


doctor 

Where is my patient, Fraulem ? 

H 
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WALPUEGA 

Pled * escaped * 

Gone to rehearsal Is it dangerous h 

DOCTOR 

InTo, no , her throat is cured T only came 
To hear her try her voice Had she yet sung *2 

WALPUEGA 

No, she had meant to wait for you She said, 
‘‘ The Doctor has a right to my first song ” 

Her gratitude was full of httle plans, 

But all were swept away like gathered flowers 
By sudden storm She saw this opera biU. — 

It was a wasp to stmg her she turned pale, 
Snatched up her hat and mufflers, said m haste, 
‘‘ I go to Leo — to rehearsal — ^none 
Shall smg Pideho to-night hut me * ” 

Then rushed down-stairs 
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DOCTOR {looJcing at Im watch) 

And tins, not long ago ? 

WALPURGA 

Barely an hour 

DOCTOR 

I will come again 

Eeturning from Charlottenhurg at one 

WALPURGA 

Doctor, I feel a strange presentiment 
Are you quite easy % 

DOCTOR 

She can take no harm 
Twas time for her to sing her thix)at is well 
It was a fierce attack, and dangerous , 
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I had to use strong remedies, but — well ’ 
At one, dear Fraulein, we shall meet again 


SCENE IV — Two Hours Later 

Walpurga starts loohing towards the door Armgart 
enters, followed ly Leo She throws herself on a cha%') 
wMch stands with njts bach towards the door, speechless, 
not seeming to see anything Walpurga casts a ques- 
tioning terrified look at Leo Re shrugs his shoulders, 
and lifts up his hands behind Armgart, who sits like a 
helpless miage, while Walpurga takes off her hat and 
mantle 


WAIiPUEGA 

Armgait, dear Armgart {hieehnjg and taking her 
hands), only speak to me, 

Your poor Walpurga 0 your hands are cold 
Clasp mme, and warm them ^ I will kiss them warm 
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(Abmgart looks at her amTistant, then draws away her 
handSy andy tvrmng asidsy buries her face against the 
back of the chair y Walpurga rising and standing 
near) 

(Doctor Grahn ent&is) 


DOCTOR 

IsTews I stemg news to-day t wonders come thick 

ARMGART {stm ting up at the first sound of his voice, and 
speaking vehemently) 

Yes, thick, thick, thick * and you have muxdeied it ^ 
Murdered my voice — ^poisoned the soul in me, 

And kept me livmg 

You never told me that your cruel cures 

Were clogging jfilms — mouldy, dead'mng blight — 

A lava-mud to crust and bury me, 

Yet hold me living in a deep, deep tomb, 

Crying unheard for ever ^ 0 your cures 
Are devds^ triumphs you can rob, maim, slay, 

And keep a hell on the other side your cure 
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Wheie you can see your victim quivering 
Between tlie teeth of torture — see a soul 
Made keen by loss — all anguish with a good 
Once known and gone > {Turns and sznJcs lack on he7 
chair ) 

O misery, misery * 

You might have killed me, might have let me sleep 
After my happy day and wake — not here ^ 

In some new unremembered world, — ^not here, 

Where aU is faded, flat — a feast broke off — 

Banners all meaningless — exulting words 
Dull, dull — a drum that lingers m the an 
Beating to melody which no man hears 


DOCTOR {after a momenfs silence) 

A sudden check has shaken you, poor child ^ 
AU things seem livid, tottering to your sense, 
From inward tumult Stricken by a threat 
You see your terrors only Tell me, Leo 
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’Tis not sncli utter loss 

(leg, milt a shrug, goes quietly oat ) 
The freshest bloom 

Merely, has left the fruit , the fruit itself 

AEMOAET 

Is mined, withered, is a thmg to hide 

Away firom scorn or pity 0 you stand 

And look compassionate now', hut when Death came 

With mercy in his hands, you hindered hnn 

I did not choose to hve and have your pity 

You never told me, never gave me choice 

To die a singer, hghtning-struck, unmaimed, 

Or hve what you would make me with your cures — 
A self accursed with consciousness of change, 

A mind that hves m nought but members lopped, 

A power turned to pam — ^as meaningless 
As letters fallen asunder that once made 
A hymn of rapture 0, 1 had meaning once, 

Like day and sweetest air What am I now 
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The millionth woman in superfluous herds 
Why should I be, do, think ? ^Tis thistle-seed, 
That grows and grows to feed the rubbish-heap 
Leave me alone ^ 


DOCTOE 

Well, I will come again , 

Send foi me when you will, though but to rate me 
That IS medicinal — a lettmg blood 

ARMGART 

0 there is one physician, only one, 

Who cures and never spoils Him I shall send for , 
He comes readily 

DOCTOR (to WALPURGA) 


One word, dear Fraulem 



ARMGABT 


121 


SCENE V 

AEMGAET, WAIiPUEGA 

ABMGAET 

Walpurga, have yon walked this morning? 

WALPUEGA 

No 

aemgaet 

Go, then, and walk , I wish to he alone 

WALPUEGA 

I will not leave yon 

aemgaet 


Will not, at my wish ? 
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WALPUEGA. 

Will not, because you wisli it Say no more, 
But take this draught 


AEMGAET 

The Doctor gave it you 
It IS an anodyne Put it away 
He cured me of my voice, and now he wants 
To cure me of my vision and resolve — 

Drug me to sleep that I may wake again 

Without a purpose, abject as the rest 

To bear the yoke of life He shall not cheat me 

Of that &esh strength which anguish gives the soul, 

The mspiration of revolt, ere rage 

Slackens to faltering How I see the truth 


WAiiPirKGA {setting down the glass) 
Then you must see a future m your reach, 
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Witli happiness enough to make a dower 
For two of modest claims 

ARMOART 

O you intone 

That chant of consolation wherewith ease 
Makes itself easier m the sight of pam 

WALPURGA 

y I would not console you, hut rehuke 

ARMGART 

That IS more bearable Forgive me, dear 
Say what you will But now I want to write 

(SJie rises and moves towards a table ) 

WALPURGA 

I say then, you are simply fevered, mad , 

You cry aloud at horrors that would vanish 
If you would change the light, throw into shade 
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The loss you aggrandise, and let day fall 
On good remaining, nay on good refused 
Which may he gam now Did you not reject 
A woman’s lot more hrilhant, as some held, 

Than any singer’s ? It may still be yours 
Graf Domberg loved you well 

ABMGABT 

Not me, not me 

He loved one well who was like me m all 
Save m a voice which made that All unlike 
As diamond is to charcoal 0, a man’s love * 

Think you he loves a woman’s mner self 
Achmg with loss of lovehness % — as mothers 
Cleave to the palpitating pam that dwells 
Withm their misformed offsprmg? 

WALPURGA 

But the Graf 

Chose you as simple Armgart — ^had preferred 
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That you should never seek for any fame 
But such as matrons have vrho rear great sons 
And therefore you rejected him ^ hut nov — 

^RAIGAET 

Ay, now — ^now he would see me as I am, 

(She takes iijo a hand-rrm^or ) 
Eusset and songless as a missel-thrush 
An ordinary giil — a plain brown gul, 

Who, if some meaning flash from out her words, 
Shocks as a disproportioned thing — a Will 
That, like an arm astretch and broken otf, 

Has nought to hurl — the torso of a soul 

I sang him into love of me my song 

Was consecration, hfted me apart 

From the crowd chiselled hke me, sister forms, 

But empty of divmeness IN'ay, my charm 
Was half that I could wm fame yet renounce ’ 

A wife wuth glory possible absorbed 
Into her husband’s actual 
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WALPUEGA 

For shame ^ 

Armgart, yon slander him What wonld you say 
If now he came to you and asked again 
That you would he his wife ? 

ARMGAET 

"No, and thrice no ^ 

It would he pitying constancy, not love, 

That brought him to me now I will not he 
A pensioner in marriage Sacraments 
Are not to feed the paupers of the world 
If he were generous — I am generous too 

WALPURGA 

Proud, Armgart, hut not generous 
ARMGAET 


He will not know until — 


Say no more 
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WALPURGA 

He knows already 

ARMGABT {gUlcUy) 

Is ke come back ^ 


WALPURGA 

Yes, and wiH soon be here 
The Doctor bad twice seen bim and would go 
Drom hence again to see bim 


It is all one 


armgart 

WeU, be knows 


WALPGBGA 

What if be were outside 1 
I hear a footstep in the ante-room 
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ARMGART {miBing Jh&rself and assuring calmness) 

Why let him come, of course I shall behave 
Like what I am, a common personage 
Who looks for nothing but civihty 
I shall not play the fallen herome, 

Assume a tragic part and throw out cues 
For a beseechmg lover 

WALPTJRGA 

Some one raps 

[Goes to the door ) 

A letter — ^from the Graf 

ARMGART 

Then open it 

(Walpxtbga Shu offers it ) 
Nay, my head swims Bead it I cannot see 

(W'alpuega opens it, reads and pauses ) 
Bead it Have done * No matter what it is 
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WALPUEGA {reads %n a low, hesitating voice) 

I am deeply moyed — ^my heart is rent, to hear of 
your illness and its cruel result, just now communicated 
to me by Dr Grahn Eut surely it is possible that 
this result may not be permanent Eor youth such 
as yours, Time may hold m store something more than 
resignation who shall say that it does not hold re- 
newal *2 I have not dared to ask admission to you in 
the hours of a recent shock, but I cannot depart on a 
long mission without tendermg my sympathy and my 
farewell I start this evening for the Caucasus, and 
thence I proceed to India, where I am mtrusted by 
the Government with business which may be of long 
duration ” 

(Walpuega sits dozen dejectedly ) 

ARMGABT {after a slight shudder^ Utterly) 

The Graf has much discretion I am glad 

He spares us both a pam, not seemg me 
I 
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"VMiat I like least is that consoling hope — 

That empty cup, so neatly ciphered “ Time,” 

Handed me as a cordial for despair 
(Sloioly and d7eamily) Time — ^what a word to fling as 
chanty ^ 

Bland neutral word for slow, dull-beatmg pain — 
Days, months, and years ’ — If I would wait for them * 

(She tales wp her hat and puts it on, then wraps her 
mantle round her Walpueoa leaves the q oom ) 

Why, this IS but beginning ( Walp ? e enters ) Kiss 

me, dear 

I am going now — alone — out — ^foi a walk 
Say you will never wound me any more 
With such cajolery as nurses use 
To patients amorous of a cnppled life 
Flatter the blind I see 


WALPURGA 


Well, I was wrong 



ABMGAET 


In haste to soothe, I snatched at flickers meiel} 
Beheve me, I will flatter yon no more 

ARMOART 

Beai witness, I am calm I read my lot 
As soberly as if it were a tale 
Writ by a creeping fenilletomst and called 
“ The Woman's Lot a Tale of Everyday ” 

A middling woman's, to impress the world 
With high superflnonsness , her thoughts a crop 
Of chick-weed errors or of pot-herb facts, 

Smiled at hke some child's drawing on a slate 
‘‘ Genteel “2 ” ^‘0 yes, gives lessons , not so good 
As any man's would be, but cheaper far ” 

Pietty ^ iN'o , yet she makes a figure fit 
For good society Poor thing, she sews 
Both late and early, turns and alters aU 
^ To suit the changmg mode Some widower 
Might do well, marrying her , but in these days ’ 
Well, she can somewhat eke her narrow gams 
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By writing, just to furnish her with gloves 
And droschMes m the ram They print her things 
Often for charity ” — 0 a dog’s hfe ^ 

A harnessed dog’s, that draws a little cart 
Voted a nuisance ^ I am going now 

WALPUEOA 

'Rot now, the door is locked 

ARMOART 

Give me the key ^ 

WALPXJRGA 

Locked on the outside Gretchen has the key 
She IS gone on errands* 

ARMGART 

What, you dare to keep me 

Your prisoner? 
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WALPUEGA 

And liave I not been yours '2 
Your wisb bas been a bolt to keep me m 
Perhaps that middling woman whom you paint 
With far-off scorn 


ARMGAET 

I paint what I must be ^ 
What IS my soul to me without the voice 
That gave it freedom 1 — ^gave it one grand touch 
And made it nobly human 1 — ^Prisoned now, 
Prisoned in all the petty mimicries 
Called woman’s knowledge, that wiU fit the world 
As doll-clothes fit a man I can do nought 
Better than what a million women do — 

Must drudge among the crowd and feel my life 
Beatmg upon the world without response, 

Beating with passion through an insect’s horn 
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That moY^ a millet-seed laboriously 
If I vsmld do it ^ 

WALPUEOA {coldly) 

And why should you not % 

ARMGAET (fuTmug quiclcly) 

Because Heaven made me royal — wrought me out 
With subtle finish towards pre-eminence^ 

Made eyery channel of my soul converge 
To one high function, and then fiung me down, 
That breaking I might turn to subtlest pain 
An inborn passion gives a rebeFs right 
I would rebel and die in twenty woilds 
Sooner than bear the yoke of thwarted life, 

Each keenest sense turned into keen distaste, 
Hunger not satisfied but kept alive 
Breathing in languor half a century 
AU the world now is but a rack of threads 
To twist and dwarf me into pettiness 
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And basely feigned content, the placid mask 
Of women’s miseiy 

WALPURGA {indignantly) 

Ay, such, a mask 
As the few born like you to easy joy, 

Cradled m privilege, take for natural 
On all the lowly faces that must look 
Upward to you ’ What revelation now 
Shows you the mask or gives presentiment 
Of sadness hidden ^ You who every day 
These five years saw me limp to wait on you, 

And thought the order perfect which gave me. 

The girl without pretension to be aught, 

A splendid cousin for my happiness 

To watch the night thiough when her brain was fired 

With too much gladness — ^hsten, always hsten 

To what she felt, who having power had nght 

To feel exorbitantly, and submerge 

The souls around her with the poured-out fiood 
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Of wliat must be ere she were satisfied ^ 

That was feigned patience, was it ? Why not love, 
Love nurtured even with that strength of self 
Which found no room save in another’s life 
0 such as I know joy by negatives, 

And all their deepest passion is a pang 
Till they accept their pauper’s heritage, 

And meekly live from out the general store 
Of joy they were born stripped of I accept — 
iN'ay, now would sooner choose it than the wealth 
Of natures you call royal, who can live 
In mere mock knowledge of their fellows’ woe, 
Thinking then smiles may heal it 

AEMGABT (ti emulozcsiy) 

bl'ay, Walpurga, 

I did not make a palace of my joy 
To shut the world’s truth fcom me All my good 
Was that I touched the world and made a part 
In the world’s dower of beauty, strength, and bliss , 
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It was the glimpse of consciousness divine 
Which pours out day and sees the day is good 
Ij^’ow I am fallen dark ^ I sit in gloom, 
Eemembexmg bitterly Yet you speak truth , 
I weaned you, it seems , took all youi help 
As cushioned nobles use a weary serf, 
ll^’ot looking at his face 

WALPUEGA 

O, I but stand 

As a small symbol for a mighty sum — 

The sum of claims unpaid for myriad lives , 

I think you never set your loss beside 
That mighty deficit Is your work gone — 
The prouder queenly work that paid itself 
And yet was overpaid with men’s applause ^ 
Are you no longer chartered, privileged, 

But sunk to simple woman’s penury, 

To ruthless ISTature’s chary average — 

Where is the rebel’s right for you alone ^ 
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]5sroble rebellion lifts a common load ^ 

But what IS he who flings his own load off 
And leaves his fellows toilmg ? Eebers right ? 

Say rather, the deserter’s 0, you smiled 
From your clear height on all the million lots 
Which yet yon brand as abject 

ABMGABT 

I was blind 

With too much happiness true vision comes 
Only, it seems, with sorrow Were there one 
This moment near me, suffering what I feel, 

And needing me for comfort in her pang — 

Then it were worth the while to hve , not else 

WALPUEGA 

One — ^near you — ^why, they throng * you hardly stir 
But your act touches them We touch afar 
For did not swarthy slaves of yesterday 
Leap in their bondage at the Hebrews’ flight, 
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Wliich touched them through the thrice miHenmal 

dark *2 

But you can find the sufferer you need 
With touch less subtle 

armgaht 

Who has need of me 

WALPURGA 

Love finds the need it fiOls But you are hard 

ARMGART 

Is it not you, Walpurga, who are hard ? 

You humoured all my wishes tiH to-day, 

When fate has blighted me 

WALPURGA 

You would not hear 

The chant of consolation ’’ words of hope 
Only embittered you Then hear the truth — 
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A lame girl’s tnith^ wliom no one ever praised 
For being cbeerfnL It is well,” they said 
Were sbe cross-grained sbe could not be endured ” 
A word of trntb from ber bad startled you , 

But you — jou claimed the universe , nought less 
Than all existence working in sure tracks 
Towards your supremacy Tbe wheels might scathe 
A myriad destinies — ^nay, must perforce , 

But yours they must keep clear of , just for you 
The seething atoms through the firmament 
Must bear a human heart — ^which you had not ^ 

For what is it to you that women, men, 

Plod, famt, are weary, and espouse despair 
Of aught but fellowship ? Save that you spurn 
To be among them *2 I^ow, then, you are lame — 
Maimed, as you said, and levelled with the crowd 
Call it new birth — ^birth from that monstrous Self 
Which, smilmg down upon a race oppressed, 

Says, All is good, for I am throned at ease ” 

Bear Armgart — ^nay, you tremble — am cruel 
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ABMGAET 

0 no * hark f Some one knocks Come in ’ — come m * 

{Enter Leo ) 


LEO 

See, Gretchen let me in I could not rest 
Longer away from you 


ARMGAET 

Sit down, dear Leo 

Walpurga, I would speak with him alone 

(Walpurga goes out ) 


LEO (hesitatingly) 
You mean to walk 1 


ARMGART 


l!^o, I shall stay within 
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{She toLes offhet hat and mantle^ and s%ts down 'mb- 
medmtely After a pause, peaking %n a subdued 
tone to Leo ) 

How old aie yon ^ 


LEO 

Threescore and five 

AEMGART 

That’s old 

I never thought till now how you have hved 
They hardly ever play your music ^ 

LEO {raising Im eyebrows and th owing out 
Im lip) 

Ho » 

Schubert too wrote for silence half his work 
Lay like a frozen Ehine till summers came 
That warmed the grass above him Even so * 

His music lives now with a mighty youth 
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ARMGART 

Do you think yours will live when you are dead *2 


LEO 

Pfui * The tune was, I drank that home - brewed 
wine 

And found it heady, while my blood was young 
!£Tow it scaice warms me Tipple it as I may, 

I am sober still, and say My old fnend Leo, 

Much gram is wasted m the world and rots., 

Why not thy handful ^ ” 


ARMGART 

strange ’ smce I have known you 
Till now I never wondered how you lived 
When I sang well— that was your jubilee 
But you were old already 
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LEO 

Tes, child, yes 

Youth thinks itself the goal of each old life , 

Age has but tcayelled from a far-off time 
Just to he ready for youth’s service Well ’ 

It was my chief delight to perfect you 

AEMGAET 

Good Leo * You have hved on little joys 

But your delight m me is crushed for ever 

Your pams, where are they now ? They shaped intent 

Which action frustrates , shaped an inward sense 

Which IS hut keen despair, the agony 

Of highest vision m the lowest pit 

LEO 

iN’ay, nay, I have a thought keep to the stage, 

To drama without song , for you can act — 
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WIlo knows kow well, when all tke soul is poured 
Into tkat sluice alone ^ 


ARAIGART 

I know, and you 

Tke second or tkird best in tragedies 
Tkat cease to touck tke fibre of tke tune 
ITo , song IS gone, but nature’s otker gift, 
Self-judgment, is not gone Song was my speech, 
And witk its impulse only, action came 
Song was tke battle’s o^set, wken cool purpose 
Glows into lage, becomes a warring god 
And moves tke limbs witk miracle But now — 

0, I should stand hemmed in with thoughts and 
rules — 

Say This way passion acts,” yet never feel 
Tke might of passion How should I declaim 1 
As monsters write with feet instead of hands 
I wiH not feed on doing great tasks ill. 

Dull tke world’s sense with mediocrity. 
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And live by trasb that smothers excellence 
One gift I had ihat ranked me with the best — 
The secret of my frame — ^and that is gone 
For all life now I am a broken thing 
But silence there ^ Good Leo, advise me now 
I would take humble work and do it well — 
Teach music, singing — what I can — ^not here, 
But m some smaller town where I may brmg 
The method you have taught me, pass your gift 
To others who can use it for delight 
You think I can do that? 

{Slie pauses with a sol %n lim wice ) 


LEO 

Yes, yes, dear child • 

And it were well, perhaps, to change the place — 
Begm afresh as I did when I left 
Yienna with a heait half broken 
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ABMGART {roiLsed hy rnirprise) 
You? 


LEO 

Well, it IS long ago But I had lost— 

Ho matter ’ We must bury our dead joys 
And live above them with a hvmg world 
But whither, think you, you would like to go ^ 

ARMGART 

To Fieiburg 


LEO 

In the Breisgau ^ And why there ? 

It IS too small 


ARMGART 

Walpurga was born there, 
And loves the place She quitted it for me 
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These five years past ’Howl will take her there 
Dear Leo, I will huiy my dead joy 

LEO 

Mothers do so, bereaved , then learn to love 
Another's living child 

AEMGART 

0, it IS hard 

To take the little corpse, and lay it low, 

And say, ** Fone misses it but me " 

She sings 

I mean Panlina sings Pidelio, 

And they will welcome her to-night 

LEO 

■Well, well, 

'Tis better that onr gnefs should not spread fai 
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HOW LISA LOVED THE KING 



HOW LISA LOYED THE KING 


Six hundred years ago, m Dante's time, 

Before his cheek was furrowed hy deep rhyme — 
When Europe, fed afresh from Eastern story, 

Was like a garden tangled with the glory 
Of flowers hand-planted and of flowers air-sown, 
Climbmg and trailmg, budding and full-blown, 
Where purple bells are tossed amid pink stars, 

And springing blades, green troops in innocent wars, 
Crowd every shady spot of teenimg earth, 

Making invisible motion visible birth — 

Six hundred years ago, Paiermo town 
Kept holiday A deed of great renown, 
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A high revenge, had freed it from the yoke 
Of hated Frenchmen, and from Calpe’s rock 
To where the Bosporus caught the earher sun, 

Twas told that Pedro, King of Aragon, 

Was welcomed master of all Sicily, 

A royal kmght, supreme as kings should he 
In strength and gentleness that make high chivalry 

Spam was the favourite home of knightly grace, 
Where generous men rode steeds of generous race, 
Both Spanish, yet half Arab, both mspired 
By mutual spirit, that each motion fired 
With beauteous response, like minstrelsy 
Afresh fulfiUmg fresh expectancy 
So when Palermo made high festival, 

The joy of matrons and of maidens all 
Was the mock teiror of the tournament, 

Where safety, with the glimpse of danger blent, 

A 

Took exaltation as from epic song. 

Which greatly tells the pams that to great life belong 
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And m all eyes Eang Pedro was tlie king 
Of cavaliers as m a full-gemmed ring 
The largest ruby, or as that bright star 
Whose shining shows us where the Hyads are 
His the best jennet, and he sat it best , 

His weapon, whether tilting or in rest. 

Was worthiest watching, and his face once seen 
Gave to the promise of his royal mien 
Such rich fulfilment as the opened eyes 
Of a loved sleeper, or the long-watched rise 
"Df vernal day, whose joy o*er stream and meadow 
flies 

But of the maiden forms that thick enwreathed 
The broad piazza and swe^ witchery breathed, 

With innocent faces budding all arow 
From balcomes and windows high and low, 

Who was it felt the deep mysterious glow. 

The impregnation with supernal fire 
Of young ideal love— transformed desire, 
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Whose passion is but worship of that Best 
Taught by the many-mingled creed of each young 
breast ? 

’Twas gentle Lisa, of no noble line, 

Child of Bernardo, a rich Florentine, 

"Who &oni his merchant-city hither came 
To trade in drugs , yet kept an honest fame, 

And had the virtue not to try and sell 
Drugs that had none He loved his riches well, 

But loved them chiefly for his Lisa*s sake, 

Whom with a fathers care he sought to make 
The bnde of some true honourable man — 

Of Perdicone (so the rumour ran), 

Whose birth was higher than his fortunes were , 

For still your trader likes a mixture fair 
Of blood that hurries to somie hi^er strain 
Than reckoning momfs Ic^ and money*s gain 
And of such mixture good may surely come 
Lords' scions so may learn to cast a sum, 
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A trader’s grandson bear a well-set bead, 

And have less conscious manners, better bred , 

Ji^or, when be tries to be pohte, be rude mstead 

’Twas Perdicone’s friends made overtures 
To good Bernardo , so one dame assures 
Her neighbour dame who notices the youth 
Fixing bis eyes on Lisa , and in truth 
Eyes that could see bei on this summer day 
Might find it bard to turn another way 
She bad a pensive beauty, yet not sad , 

Bather, like minor cadences that glad 

The hearts of little birds amid spring boughs , 

And oft the trumpet or the joust would rouse 
Pulses that gave her cheek a finer glow, 

Parting her hps that seemed a mimic bow 
By chiselling Love for play in coral wrought, 

Then quickened by him with the passionate thought, 
The soul that trembled in the lustrous night 
Of slow long eyes Her body was so slight, 
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It seemed site could have floated m the sky, 

And with the angelic choir made symphony , 

But m her cheek's rich tmge, and in the dark 
Of darkest hair and eyes, she bore a mark 
Of kinship to her generous mother earth. 

The fervid land that gives the plumy palm-trees 
birth. 


She saw not Perdicone , her young mind 
Breamed not that any man had ever pined 
Por such a httle simple maid as she 
She had but dreamed how heavenly it would be 
To love some hero noble, beauteous, great. 

Who would hve stories worthy to narrate. 

Like Roland, or the warriors of Troy, 

The Old, or Amadis, or that fair boy 
Who conquered everything beneath the sun. 
And somehow, some time, died at Babylon 
Fighting the Moors For heroes all were good 
And fair as that archangel who withstood 
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Tlie Evil One, the author of all wrong — 

That Evil One who made the French so strong , 
And now the flower of heroes must he he * 
Who drove those tyrants from dear Sicily, 

So that her maids might walk to vespers tranquilly 

Young Lisa saw this hero m the king, 

And as wood-hhes that sweet odonrs hrmg 
Might dream the light that opes their modest eyne 
Was hly-odonred, — and as ntes divine, 

Eonnd tnrf-laid altars, or ’neath roofs of stone, 
Draw sanctity from out the heart alone 
That loves and worships, so the nuniature 
Perplexed of her soul’s world, all virgin pure, 
Filled vnth heroic virtues that hnght form, 

Eaona’s royalty, the finished norm 
Of horsemanship — ^the half of chivalry 
For how could generous men avengers he, 

Save as God’s messengers on coursers fleet? — 
These, scouring earth, made Spam with Syria meet 
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In one self world where the same right had sway, 
And good must grow as grew the blessed day 
"No more , great Love his essence had endued 
With Pedro^s form, and entering subdued 
The soul of Lisa, fervid and mtense, 

Proud in its choice of proud obedience 
To hardship glorified by perfect leverence 

Sweet Lisa homeward carried that dire guest, 

And m her chamber through the hours of rest 
The darkness was ahght for her with sheen 
Of arms, and plumed helm, and bright between 
Their commoner gloss, hke the pure living spring 
'Twixt porphyry lips, or hving bird’s bright wing 
*Twixt golden wires, the glances of the king 
Flashed on her soul, and waked vibrations there 
Of known dehghts love-mixed to new and rare 
The impalpable dream was tutned to breathing 
flesh, 

Chill thought of summer to the warm close mesh 
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Of sunbeams held between the citron-leaves, 

Clothing her of life 0, she beheves 
That she could be content if he but knew 
(Her poor small self could claim no other due) 

HoV Lisa’s lowly love had highest reach 
Of winged passion, whereto wmged speech 
Would be scorched remnants left by mounting flame 
Though, had she such lame message, were it blame 
To tell what greatness dwelt m her, what rank 
She held in loving ^ Modest maidens shrank 
From telling love that fed on selflsh hope , 

But love, as hopeless as the shattering song 
Wailed for loved beings who have jomed the throng 
Of mighty dead ones Hay, but she was weak- 

Knew only prayers and ballads — could not speak 
With eloquence save what dumb creatures have, 

That with small cries and touches small boons crave 


She watched all day that she might see him pass 
With knights and ladies , but she said, “ Alas * 
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Though he should see me, it were all as one 
He saw a pigeon sitting on the stone 
Of TV all or balcony some coloured spot 
His eye just sees, his mind regardeth not 
I have no music-touch that could hnng nigh 
My love to his soul’s hearing I shall die, 

And he will never know who Lisa was — 

The trader’s child, whose soaring spirit rose 
As hedge-hom aloe-flowers that rarest years dis- 
close 

For were 1 now a fair deep-hreasted queen 
A-horsehack, with blonde hair, and tunic green 
Gold bordered, like Costanza, I should need 
Ho change "within to make me queenly there , 

For they the royal-hearted women are 
"Who nobly love tiie noblest, yet have grace 
For needy suffering hves in lowliest place, 

Carrying a choicer sunhght m their smile, 

The heavenliest ray that pitieth the vile 
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My love is suclij it cannot choose but soar 
Up to the highest ^ yet for evermore, 

Though I were happy, throned beside the Ling, 

I should be tender to each httle thing 
With hurt warm breast, that had no speech to tell 
Its inward pang, and I would soothe it well 
With tender touch and with a low soft moan 
For company my dumb love-pang is lone, 

Prisoned as topaz beam within a rough-garbed stone ” 

So, mward-wailing, Lisa passed her days 
Each night the August moon with changmg phase 
Looked broader, harder on her unchanged pain , 

Each noon the heat lay heavier again 
On her despair, until her body frail 
Shrank like the snow that watchers m the vale 
See narrowed on the height each summer morn. 
While her dark glance burnt larger, more forlorn, 

As if the soul withm her all on fire 

Made of her being one swift funeral pyre 
L 



162 HOW LISA LOVED THE KIHO 

Father and mother saw with sad dismay 
The meaning of their nches melt away 
For without Lisa what would sequins buy ^ 

What wish were left if Lisa were to die ^ 

Through her they cared for summers still to come, 
Else they would be as ghosts without a home 
In any flesh that could feel glad desire 
pay the best physicians, never tire 
Of seekmg wha^wiU soothe her, promising 
That aught she longed for, though it were a 
thmg 

Hard to be come at as the Indian snow, 

Or roses that on alpme summits blow — 

It should be hers She answers with low voice, 
She longs for death alone — death is her choice , 
Death is the King who never did thmk scorn, 

But rescues every meanest soul to sorrow born 


Yet one day, as they bent above her bed 

And watched her in brief sleep, her drooping head 
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Turned gently, as the tlnrsty flowers that feel 
Some moist revival through their petals steal, 

And little flnttermgs of her lids and lips 
Told of such dreamy joy as sometimes dips 
A skyey shadow in the mmd’s poor pool 
She oped her eyes, and turned then dark gems full 
Upon her father, as m utterance dumb 
Of some new prayer that m her sleep had come 
‘‘ What IS it, Lisa “ Father, I would see 
IVImuccio, the great smger , bring him me ’’ 

For always, night and day, her unstilled thought, 
Wandermg all o’er its little world, had sought 
How she could reach, by some soft pleading touch, 
Eong Pedro’s soul, that she who loved so much 
Dymg, might have a place within his mind~ 

A little grave which he would sometimes find 
And plant some flowei on it — some thought, some 
memory kmd 

Till in her dream she saw Mmuecio 
Touching his viola, and chanting low 
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A strain that, falling on her brokenly, 

Seemed blossoms lightly blown firom off a tree, 

Each bnrthened with a word that was a scent — 
Eaona, Lisa,^love, death, tomnament, 

Then m hei dream she said, “ He sings of me — 
Might be my messengei , ah, now I see 

The king is listening ’’ Then she awoke, 

And, nussmg her dear dream, that new boin longing 
spoke 

She longed for music that was natural , 

Physicians said it was medicinal , 

The humours might be schooled by tiue consent 
Of a fine tenor and fine instrument , 

In brief, good music, mixed with doctor’s stuff, 

ApoEo with Asklepios — enough * 

Minuccio, entreated, gladly came 
(He was a singer of most gentle fame — 

A noble, kindly spmt, not elate 

That he was famous, but that song was great — 
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Would sing as finely to this suffering child 
As at the court where princes on him smiled ) 
Gently he entered and sat down by her, 

Asking what sort of strain she would prefer — 

The voice alone, or voice with viol wed , 

Then, when she chose the last, he preluded 
With magic hand, that summoned from the strings 
Aerial spirits, rare yet vibrant wings 
That fanned the pulses of his hstener, 

And waked each sleepmg sense with blissful stir 
Her cheek already showed a slow faint blush, 

But soon the voice, in pure full hquid rush, 

Made all the passion, that till now she felt, 

Seem but cool waters that in wanner melh 

finished the song, she prayed to be alone 

With kind Mmuccio , for her faith had grown 

To trust him as if missioned hke a pnest 

With some high grace, that when his singing ceased 

Still made him wiser, more magnanimous 

Than common men who had no genius 
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So laying her small hand within his palm, 

She told him how that secret glorious harm 
Of loftaest loving had befallen her , 

That death, her only hope, most bitter were, 

If when she died her love must perish too 
As songs nnsnng and thoughts unspoken do. 

Which else might hve withm anothei breast 
She said, “ Minuccio, the grave were rest, 

If I were sure, that lying cold and lone, 

My love, my best of life, had safely flown 
And nestled m the bosom of the king , 

See, ^tis a small weak bird, with unfledged wing 
But you Will carry it for me secretly, 

And bear it to the king, then come to me 
And tell me it is safe, and I shall go 
Content, knowing that he I love my love doth 
know 

Then she wept silently, but each large tear 
Made pleading music to the inward ear 
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Of good Minuccio Lisa, trust in me,” 

He said, and kissed her fingers loyally , 

“ It is sweet law to me to do your will. 

And ere the sun his round shall thrice fulfil, 

I hope to hrmg you news of such rare skill 
As amulets have, that aches m trusting bosoms 
stiU” 

He needed not to pause and first devise 
How he should tell the king , for in nowise 
Were such love-message worthily bested 
Save in fine verse by music renderM 
He sought a poet-feiend, a Siennese, 

And Mico, mine,” he said, full oft to please 
Thy whim of sadness I have sung thee strains 
To make thee weep in verse pow pay my pains. 
And write me a canzbn divinely sad, 

Smlessly passionate and meekly mad 

With young despair, speaking a maiden’s heart 

Of fifteen summers, who would fain depart 
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From ripening life’s new-nrgent mystery — 
Love-clioice of one too higli lier love to be — 

But cannot yield her breatli till she has poured 
Her strength away in this hot bleeding word 
Telling the secret of her soul to her soul’s lord ” 

Said Mico, “ Hay, that thought is poesy, 

I need but listen as it sings to me 

Come thou again to-morrow ” The third day. 

When hhk^d notes had perfected the lay, 

Minuccio had his summons to the court 

To make, as he was wont, the moments short 

Of ceremomous dumer to the king 

This was the time when he had meant to bring 

Melodious message of young Lisa’s love 

He waited tiU the air had ceased to move 

To rmgmg silver, till Falemian wme 

Made quickened sense with quietude combine, 

And then with passionate descant made each ear 
incline 
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Love, thou didst see me, light as mommas breath. 
Roaming a garden m a joyous error. 

Laughing at chases vain, a hajppy child, 

Till of thy countenance the oLlming teiim 
In majesty from out the blossoms smiled, 

From out their life seeming a beauteous Death 

0 Love, who so didst choose me for thine own, 
Taking this little isle to thy great sway. 

See now, it is the honour of thy throne 
Thai what thou gavest perish not away, 

Nor leave some sweet remembrance to alone 
By life that will be for the brief life gone 
Hear, ere the shroud o^er these frad limbs he thrown — 
Since every Tang is vassal unto thee. 

My heal f 8 lord needs must listen loyally — 

0 tell him I am waiting for my Death! 


Tell him, for that he hath such royal power 
^Twere hard for him to think how smaU a thing, 
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How slight a sign, would make a toealthy dowei 
Foi one like me, the h ide of that jgale king 
Whose bed is mine at some swift-neanng how 
Go to my lord, and to his memo} y hnng 
That hajypy birthday of my sorrowing 
When hu> large glance made meaner gazeis 
glad. 

Entering the bannered lists Hwas then I had 
The wound that laid me in the arms of Death 

Tell him, 0 Love, lama lowly maid, 

No more than any little Jmot of thyme 
That he with careless foot may often tread. 

Yet lowest fragrance oft will mount sublime 
And cleave to things most high and hallowed, 

As doth the fragrance of my lifds springtime, 
My lowly love, that soaring seeks to climb 
Within his thought, and make a gentle bliss, 
More blissful than if mine, in b&ing his 
So shall I live in him and rest m Death 
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The strain was new It seemed a pleading cry, 

And yet a rounded pertect melody, 

Making grief beauteous as the tear-filled eyes 
Of httle child at little miseiies 
Trembling at first, then sweUing as it lose, 

Like rising hght that broad and broader grows. 

It filled the hall, and so possessed the air 
That not one breathing soul was present there, 
Though dullest, slowest, but was quivenng 
In music’s grasp, and forced to hear her sing 
But most such sweet compulsion took the mood 
Of Pedro (tured of doing what he would) 

Whether the words which that strange meaning bore 
Were but the poet’s feigning or aught more, 

Was bounden question, since their aim must be 
At some imagmed or true royalty 
He called Minuccio and bade him tell 
What poet of the day had writ so well , 

Porlihough they came behmd aU former rhymes, 

The verses were not bad for these poor times 
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“ Monsignor, they are only three days old,” 
Mmuccio said , « hut it must not he told 
How this song grew, save to your royal ear ” 
Eager, the kmg withdrew where none was near, 
And gave close audience to Minuceio, 

Who meetly told that love-tale meet to know 
The kmg had features phant to confess 
The presence of a manly tenderness — 

Son, father, brother, lover, blent in one, 

Hi fine harmonic exaltation — 

The spmt of rehgious chivalry 
He listened, and Mmuccio could see 
The tender, generous admiration spread 
O’er all his face, and glonfy his head 
With royalty that would have kept its rank 
Though his brocaded robes to tatters shrank 
He answered without pause, « So sweet a maid. 
In nature’s own magma arrayed. 

Though she were come of unmixed tradmg blood 
That sold and bartered ever smce the Flood, 
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Would have the self-contained and single worth 
Of radiant jewels horn in darksome earth 
Eaona were a shame to Sicdy, 

Letting such love and tears unhonouied he 
Hasten, Minuccio, tell her that the kmg 
To-day will surely visit her when vespers nng ” 

Joyful, Minuccio hore the joyous word, 

And told at full, while none hut Lasa heard, 
How each thing had hefaUen, sang the song, 
And like a patient nuise who would prolong 
All m^ans of soothmg, dwelt upon each tone, 
Each look, with which the mighty Aragon 
Marked the high worth his royal heart assigned 
To that dear place he held m Lisa’s mind 
She listened till the draughts of pure content 
Through all her hmhs hke some new hemg 
went — 

Life, not recovered, hut untried before, 

From out the growing world’s unmeasured store 
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Of fuller, better, more divinely mixed 
^Twas glad reverse she had so firmly fiixed 
To die, already seemed to fall a veil 
Shrouding the inner glow from hght of senses pale 

Her parents wondering see her half arise — 
Wondermg, rejoicing, see her long dark eyes 
Bnmlul with clearness, not of ’scaping tears, 

But of some hght ethereal that enspheres 
Their orbs with calm, some vision newly learnt 
Where strangest fires erewhile had blindly burnt 
She asked to have her soft white robe and band 
And coral ornaments, and with her hand 
She gave her locks’ dark length a backward fall. 
Then looked mtently in a mirror small, 

And feared her fiice might perhaps displease the 
kmg, 

“ In truth,” she said, I am a tiny thing , 

I was too bold to teH what could such visit 
bring ” 
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kieanwliile the king, revolving m his thought 
Chat virgin passion, was more deeply wrought 
Co chivalrous pity , and at vesper hell, 
iV'ith careless mien which hid his purpose well, 

Went forth on horseback, and as if by chance 
Passing Bernardo's house, he paused to glance 
kt the fine garden of this wealthy man, 

This Tuscan trader turned Palermitan 

But, presently dismounting, chose to walk 

Arn id the trelhses, in gracious talk 

With this same trader, deigning even to ask 

If he had yet fulfilled the father’s task 

Of marrying that daughter whose young charms 

Himself, betwixt the passages of arms, 

Noted admiringly ‘‘ Monsignor, no. 

She is not marned , that were little woe, 

Since she has counted barely fifteen years , 

But aU such hopes of late have turned to fears , 

She droops and fades , though for a space quite brief— 
Scarce three hours past — she finds some strange relief ” 
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The kmg avised “ ’Twere dole to all of us, 

The -world should lose a maid so beautous , 

Let me now see her , since I am her hege lord, 

Her spirits must wage war with death at my stiong 
word ” 

In such half-serious playfulness, he wends, 

With Lisa’s father and two chosen fnends, 

Up to the chambei where she pillowed sits 
Watching the opened door, that now admits 
A presence as much better than hei dreams, 

As happmess than any longing seems 
The king advanced, and, with a reverent kiss 
Upon her hand, said, Lady, what is this ? 

You, whose sweet youth should others’ solace be, 

Pierce all our hearts, languishing piteously 
We pray you, for the love of us, be cheered, 

ft 

Nor be too reckless of that life, ^deared 
To us who know your passing Worthiness, 

And count your blooming life as part of our life’s 
bhss ” 
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Those words, that touch upon her hand firom him 
Whom her soul worshipped, as far seraphim 
Worship the distant glory, brought some shame 
Quivering upon her cheek, yet thnUed her frame 
With such deep joy she seemed in paradise, 

In wondering gladness, and in dumb surprise 
That bliss could be so blissful then she spoke — 
Signor, I was too weak to bear the yoke, 

The golden yoke of thoughts too great for me , 

That was the ground of my infirmity 

But now, I pray your grace to have belief 

That I shall soon be well, nor any more cause grief 

The king jdone perceived the covert sense 
Of all her words, which made one evidence 
With her pure voice and candid lovehness, 

That he had lost much honour, honourmg less 
That message of her passionate distress 
He stayed beside lim for a httle while 

With gentle looks and speech, until a smile 
M 
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As placid as a ray of early morn 
On opening flower-cups o’er her hps was borne 
When he had left her, and the tidings spread 
Through all the town how he had visited 
The Tuscan trader’s daughter, who was sick. 
Men said, it was a royal deed and cathohc 

And Lisa 1 she no longer wished for death , 
But as a poet, who sweet verses saith 
Within his soul, and joys in music there, 

H^or seeks another heaven, nor can bear 
Bisturbmg pleasures, so was she content, 
Breathing the hfe of grateful sentiment 
She thought no maid betrothed could be 
blest, 

Bor treasure must be valued by the test 
Of highest excellence and ranty, 

And her dear joy was best as best could be , 
There seemed no other crown to her dehght 
ISTow the high loved one saw her love aright 
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Thus her soul thriving on that exquisite mood, 

Spread like the May-time all its beauteous good 
O’er the soft bloom of neck, and arms, and cheek, 

And strengthened the sweet body, once so weak, 
Until she rose and walked, and, like a bird 
With sweetly nppling throat, she made her spnng 
joys heard 

The king, when be the happy change had seen, 
Trusted the ear of Constance, his fair queen. 

With Lisa’s innocent secret, and conferred 
How they should jointly, by their deed and word, 
Honour this maiden’s love, which, hke the prayei 
Of loyal hermits, never thought to share 
In what it gave The queen had that chief grace 
Of womanhood, a heart that can embrace 
All goodness m another woman’s form , 

And that same day, ere the sun lay too warm 
On southern terraces, a messenger 
Informed Bernardo that the royal pair 
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Would stiaagMway visit him and celebrate 
Their gladness at his daughter’s happier state, 

Which they were fain to see Soon came the king 
On horseback, with his barons, heraldmg 
The advent of the queen m courtly state , 

And all, descending at the garden gate. 

Streamed with their feathers, velvet, and brocade, 
Through the pleached alleys, till they, pausing, made 
A lake of splendour ’mid the aloes grey — 

WTien, meekly facing all their proud array. 

The white-robed Lisa with her parents stood, 

As some white dove before the gorgeous brood 
Of dapple-breasted birds born by the Colchian flood 

The kmg and queen, by gracious looks and speech, 
Encourage her, and thus their courtiers teach 
How this fair morning they may courtliest be 
By making Lisa pass it happily 
And soon the ladies and the barons all 
Draw her by turns, as at a festival 
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Made for her sake, to easy, gay discourse, 

And compliment with looks and smiles enforce , 
joyous hum is heard the gardens round , 

Soon there is Spamsh dancing and the sound 
Of minstrers song, and autumn firuits are pluckt , 
Till mindfully the kmg and queen conduct 
losa apart to where a trellised shade 
Made pleasant resting Then Kmg Pedro said — 
“ Excellent maiden, that rich gift of love 
Your heart hath made us, hath a worth above 
All royal treasures, nor is fitly met 
Save when the grateful memory of deep debt 
Lies still behind the outward honours done 
And as a sign that no obhvion 
Shall overfiood that faithful memory, 

We while we hve your cavalier will be, 

Nor will we ever arm ourselves for fight, 

Whether for struggle dire or bnef delight 
Of warlike feigmng, but we first wiH take 
The colours you ordam, and for your sake 
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Charge the more bravely where yonr emblem is ^ 
1^01 will we ever claim an added bhss 
To our sweet thoughts of you save one sole kiss 
But there still rests the outward honoui meet 
To mark your worthmess, and we entreat 
That you will turn your ear to proffered vows 
Of one who loves you, and would be youi spouse 
We must not wrong yourself and Sicily 
By lettmg all your blooming years pass by 
Unmated you wiU give the world its due 
From beauteous maiden and become a matron true 

Then Lisa, wrapt m virgm wonderment 
At her ambitious love’s complete content, 

Which left; no further good for her to seek 
Than love’s obedience, said with accent meek — 
Monsignor, I know well that were it known 
To all the world how high my love had flown, 
There would be few who would not deem me mad, 
Or say my mmd the falsest image had 
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3f my condition and yonr lofty place 

But heaven has seen that for no moment’s space 

Save I forgotten you to he the king, 

3r me myself to be a lowly thing — 
i httle lark, enamoured of the sky, 

[hat soared to smg, to break its breast, and die 
But, as you better know than I, the heart 
[n choosmg chooseth not its own desert, 

But that great ment which attracteth it , 

Tis law, I struggled, but I must submit, 

And having seen a worth all worth above, 

C loved you, love you, and shall always love 
But that doth mean, my will is ever yours, 

NTot only when your will my good msures. 

But if it wrought me what the world calls harm — 
Fire, wounds, would wear from your dear will a 
charm. 

That you will be my knight is full content, 

And for that kiss — I pray, first for the queen’s 
consent ” 
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Her answer, given with such jSrm gentleness, 
Pleased the queen well, and made her hold no 
less 

Of Lisa's merit than the kmg had held 
And so, all cloudy threats of gnef dispelled, 

There was betrothal made that very mom 
'Twixt Perdicone, youthful, brave, well-born, 

And Lisa, whom he loved , she loving well 
The lot that from obedience befell 
The queen a rare betrothal ring on each 
Bestowed, and other gems, with gracious speech 
And that no joy might lack, the king, who knew 
The youth was poor, gave him rich Ceffalh 
And Cataletta, l^rge and fcuitful lands — 

Adding much promise when he joined their hands 
At last he said to Lisa, with an air 
Gallant yet noble How we claim our share 
Prom your sweet love, a share which is not small 
Por in the sacrament one crumb is all " 

Then taking her small face his hands between, 
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He kissed her on the brow with kiss serene, 

Fit seal to that pure vision her young soul had seen 

Sicihans witnessed that King Pedro kept 
His royal promise Perdicone stept 
To many honours honourably won. 

Living with Lisa in true union 
Throughout his life the king still took dehght 
To- call himself fair Lisa’s faithful knight , 

And never wore in field or tournament 
A scarf or emblem save by Lisa sent 

Such deeds made subjects loyal m that land 
They joyed that one so worthy to command, 

So chivalrous and gentle, had become 

The king of Sicily, and filled the room 

Of Frenchmen, who abused the Church’s trust, 

Till, in a righteous vengeance on their lust, 

Messina rose, with God, and with the daggei’s 


thrust 
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L^ENVOI 

Read&i^ tins sto'}y pleased me long ago 
In the hight pages of Boecaeeio, 

And where the author of a good we Lnow^ 

Let us not fail to pay the gi atefnl thanks loe owe 

1869 



A MINOE PEOPHET 
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I HAVE a fnend, a vegetanan seer, 

By name Elias Baptist Butterworth, 

A haimless, bland, disinterested man, 

Whose ancestors in Cromwell^s day believed 
The Second Advent certain in five years, 

But when King Charles the Second came instead, 
Eevised their date and sought another world 
I mean — ^not heaven but — ^America 
A fervid stock, whose generous hope embraced 
The fortunes of mankind, not stopping short 
At nse of leather, or the fall of gold, 

Kor hstemng to the voices of the time 
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As housewives listen to a cackling hen, 

With wonder whether she has laid her egg 
On their own nest-egg Still they did insist 
Somewhat too wearisomely on the joys 
Of their MiUennimn, when coats and hats 
Would all be of one pattern, books and songs 
All fit for Sundays, and the casual talk 
As good as sermons preached extempore 

And in Elias the ancestral zeal 
Breathes strong as ever, only modified 
By Transatlantie air and modem thought 
Ton could not pass him m the street and fail 
To note his shoulders’ long dechvity, 

Beard to the waist, swan-neck, and large pale eyes , 
Or, when he lifts his hat, to mark his hair 
Brushed back to show his great capacity — 

A full gram’s length at the angle of the brow 
Provmg him witty, while the shallower men 
Only seem witty in their repartees 
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tliat he’s vam, but that his doctnne needs 
The testimony of his firontal lobe 
On all points he adopts the latest views , 

Takes for the key of nmversal Mind 
The “ levitation” of stout gentlemen , 

Beheves the Eappmgs are not spirits’ work, 

But the Thought-atmosphere’s, a steam of brains 
In correlated force of raps, as proved 
By motion, heat, and science generally , 

The spectrum, for example, which has shown 
The self-same metals in the sun as here , 

So the Thought-atmosphere is everywhere 
High truths that glimmered under other names 
To ancient sages, whence good scholarship 
Applied to Eleusiman mystenes — 

The Vedas — Tnpitaka — ^Vendidad — 

Might furnish weaker proof for weaker mmds 
That Thought was rapping m the hoary past, 
And might have edified the Greeks by raps 
At the greater Dionysia, if their ears 
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Had not 156611 filled witli Soplioelean verse 
And wlien all Eartli is vegetarian — 

When, lacking butchers, quadrupeds die out, 
And less Thought-atmosphere is reabsorbed 
By nerves of insects parasitical, 

Those higher truths, seized now by highei minds 
But not expressed (the insects hindering) 

Will either flash out into eloquence, 

Or better stiU, be comprehensible 
By rappmgs simply, without need of roots 

’Ti^ on this theme — the vegetarian world — 

That good Elias willingly expands 
He loves to tell m mildly nasal tones 
And vowels stretched to suit the widest views. 
The future fortunes of our infant Earth — 

When it wiH be too full of human kind 
To have the room for wilder animals 
Saith he, Sahara will be populous 
With families of gentlemen retired 
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From commerce m more Central Africa, 

Who order coolness as we order coal, 

And have a lobe anterior strong enough 
To think away the sand-storms Science thus 
Will leave no spot on this terraqueous globe 
Unfit to be inhabited by man, 

The chief of animals ail meaner brutes 
Will have been smoked and elbowed out of life 
No hons then shall lap Caffiaiian pools, 

Or shake the Atlas with their midnight roar 
Even the slow, shme-loving crocodile. 

The last of animals to take a hint, 

Will then retire for ever from a scene 
Where pubhc feehng strongly sets against him 
Fishes may lead carmvorous hves obscure, 

But must not dream of cuhnary rank 
Or bemg dished m good society 
Imagmation in that distant age, 

Aiming at fiction called historical, 

Will vainly try to reconstruct the times 
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Wlien it was men’s preposterous deliglit 
To sit astride live horses, which consumed 
Materials for incalculable cakes , 

When there were milkmaids who drew milk fcom cows 

With udders kept abnormal for that end 

Smce the rude mythopceic period 

Of Aryan dairymen, who did not blush 

To call their milkmaid and their daughter one — 

Helplessly gazmg at the Milky Way, 

hfor dreaming of the astral cocoa-nuts 

Quite at the service of posterity 

’Tis to be feared, though, that the duller boys, 

Much given to anachronisms and nuts, 

(Ehas has confessed boys will be boys) 

May write a jockey for a centaur, think 
Europa’s suitor was an Irish buU, 
j^sop a journalist who wrote up Fox, 

And Brum a chief swindler upon ’Change 
Boys will be boys, but dogs will all be moral, 

With longer alimentary canals 
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Suited to diet vegetarian 

The uglier breeds will fade from memory, 

Or, being palaeontological, 

Live but as portraits in large learned books, 
Distasteful to the feelings of an age 
IJTounshed on purest beauty Earth will hold 
Ko stupid brutes, no cheerful queemesses, 

^0 naive cunning, grave absurdity 
Wart-pigs with tender and parental grunts, 
Wombats much flattened as to their contour, 
Perhaps from too much crushing in the ark, 

But taking meekly that fatality , 

The senous cranes, unstung by ndicule , 
Long-headed, short-legged, solemn looking curs, 
(Wise, silent cntics of a flippant age). 

The silly straddling foals, the weak-brained geese 
Hissing fallaciously at sound of wheels — 

All these rude products will have disappeared 
Along with every faulty human type 
By dint of diet vegetarian 
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All will 1)6 liannoiiy of hue and line, 

Bodies and minds all perfect, limbs well-turned, 

And talk quite free from aught erroneous 

Thus far Elias in his seer's mantle 
But at this climax in his prophecy 
My sinkmg spirits, fearmg to be swamped, 

Urge me to speak High prospects these, my fhend, 
Settmg the weak carnivorous brain astretch , 

We will resume the thread another day " 

To-morrow,” cries Ehas, at this hour?” 

Ho, not to-morrow — I shall have a cold — 

At least I feel some soreness — this endemic — 
Good-bye ” 

Ho tears are sadder than the smile 
With which I quit Elias Bitterly 
I feel that ev^y change upon this earth 
Is bought with sacrifice. My yearnings fail 
To reach that high apocalyptic mount 
Which shows m bird’s-eye view a perfect world, 
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Or enter warmly into other joys 
Tlian those of faulty, strngghng human kind 
That strain upon my soul's too feeble wing 
Ends in ignoble floundering I fall 
Into short-sighted pity for the men 
Who living in those perfect future times 
Will not know half the dear imperfect thmgs 
That move my smiles and tears — ^will never know 
The fine old incongruities that raise 
My friendly laugh , the innocent conceits 
That hke a needless eyeglass or black patch 
Give those who wear them harmless happiness , 
The twists and cracks in our poor earthenware. 
That touch me to more conscious fellowship 
(I am not myself the finest Panan) 

With my coevals So poor Cohn Clout, 

To whom raw onion gives prospective zest, 
Consoling hours of dampest wintry work, 

Could hardly fancy any regal joys 
Quite unimpregnate with the onion's scent 
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Perhaps Ins inghest hopes are not all clear 
Of waffeings from that energetic hnlb 
'Tis wen that onion is not heresy 
Speaking in parable, I am Cohn Clout 
A chnging flavour penetrates my life — 

My onion is imperfectness I cleave 

To nature's blunders, evanescent types 

Which sages banish fcom Utopia 

‘‘ BTot worship beauty '' say you Patience, friend J 

I worship in the temple with the rest , 

But by my hearfch I keep a sacred nook 

For gnomes and dwarfs, duck-footed waddlmg elves 

Who stitched and hammered for the weary man 

In days of old And in that piety 

I clothe ungainly forms inherited 

Prom toiling generations, daily hent 

At desk, or plough, or loom, or m the mine, 

In pioneering labours for tbe world. 

Kay, I am apt when floundermg confused 
From too rash flight, to grasp at paradox, 
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And pity future men -who will not know 
A keen experience witk pity blent, 

The pathos exquisite of lovely minds 
Hid in harsh forms — ^not penetrating them 
Like fire divine within a common bush 
Which glows transfigured by the heavenly guest, 
So that men put their shoes off , but encaged 
Like a sweet child within some thick-walled cell. 
Who leaps and fails to hold the window-bars, 
Eut havmg shown a little dimpled hand 
Is visited thenceforth by tender hearts 
Whose eyes keep watch about the prison walls 
A foohsh, nay, a wicked paradox I 
Lor purest pity is the eye of love 
Melting at sight of sorrow , and to grieve 
Because it sees no sorrow, shows a love 
Warped from its truer nature, turned to love 
Of merest habit, like the miser’s greed. 

But I am Cohn still my prejudice 
Is for the flavour of my daily food 
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'Not that I doubt the -world is growing still 
As once it grew from Chaos and from Night ^ 

Or have a soul too shrunken for the hope 
Which dawned in human breasts, a double morn, 
With earliest watchings of the nsmg light 
Chasmg the darkness , and through many an age 
Has raised the vision of a future time 
That stands an Angel -with a face all mild 
Spearmg the demon I too rest in faith 
That man’s perfection is the crownmg flower. 
Toward which the urgent sap m life’s great tree 
Is pressmg, — seen in puny blossoms now, 

But m the world’s great morrows to expand 
With broadest petal and with deepest glow 

Yet, see the patched and plodding citizen 
Waitmg upon the pavement with the throng 
While some victorious world-hero makes 
Triumphal entry, and the peal of shouts 
And flash of faces ’neath uplifted hats 
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Run like a storm of joy along the streets ^ 

He says, God bless bun ^ ” almost with a sob, 

As tbe great bero passes , be is glad 

The world bolds migbty men and migbty deeds , 

Tbe music stirs bis pulses bke strong wme, 

Tbe moving splendour touches bim with awe — 

Tis glory sbed around tbe common weal, 

And be wiH pay bis tribute wiUmgly, 

Tbougb witb tbe pennies earned by sordid toil 
Perhaps tbe hero’s deeds have helped to bring 
A time when every honest citizen 
Shall wear a coat unpatcbed And yet be feels 
More easy fellowship with neighbours there 
Who look on too , and be will soon relapse 
Prom noticing the banners and tbe steeds 
To think with pleasure there is just one bun 
Left in bis pocket, that may serve to tempt 
The wide-eyed lad, whose weight is all too much 
For that young mother’s arms and then he falls 
To dreamy picturmg of sunny days 
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When he him self was a small big-cheeked lad 
In some far village where no heroes came, 

And stood a listener ’twixt his father’s legs 
In the warm fire-hght, while the old folk talked 
And shook their heads and looked upon the floor , 
And he was puzzled, thmkmg life was fine — 

The bread and cheese so nice all through the year 
And Christmas sure to come 0 that good time * 
He, could he choose, would have those days again 
And see the dear old-fashioned things once more 
But soon the wheels and drums have all passed by 
And trampmg feet are heard like sudden rain 
The quiet startles our good citizen, 

He feels the child upon his arms, and knows 
He is with the people makmg hohday 
Because of hopes for bettei days to come 
But Hope to him was like the brilhant west 
Tellmg of sunnse m a world unknown, 

And from that dazzling curtain of bright hues 
He turned to the familiar face of fields 
Lying all dear in the calm mornmg land 
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Maybe ’tis wiser not to fix a lens 
Too scrutinising on tbe glorious times 
When Barbarossa shall arise and shake 
His mountain, good King Arthur come again, 
And all the heroes of such giant soul 
That, living once to cheer mankind with hope. 
They had to sleep until the time was npe 
For greater deeds to match their greater thought 
Yet no ’ the earth yields nothing more Divine 
Than high prophetic vision — than the Seer 
Who fasting from man’s meaner joy beholds 
The paths of beauteous order, and constructs 
A fairer type, to shame our low content. 

But prophecy is hke potential sound 
Which turned to music seems a voice sublime 
From out the soul of light , but turns to noise 
In scrannel pipes, and makes all ears averse 

The faith that life on earth is being shaped 
To glorious ends, that order, justice, love 
Mean man’s completeness, mean effect as sure 
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As roundness m tlie dew-drop — ^that great faith. 

Is hut the rushing and expanding stream 
Of thought, of feelmg, fed by all the past 
Our finest hope is finest memoiy, 

As they who love m age think youth is blest 
Because it has a hfe to fill with love 
Full souls are double mirrors, making still 
An endless vista of fair things before 
Eepeatmg thmgs behind so faith is strong 
Only when we are strong, shrinks when we shrink 
It comes when music stirs us, and the chords 
Moving on some grand climax shake our souls 
tVith influx new that makes new energies 
It comes in swelhngs of the heart and tears 
That nse at noble and at gentle deeds — 

At labours of the master-artist’s hand 
Which, trembling, touches to a finer end, 
Tremblmg before an image seen within 
It comes in moments of heroic love, 

Unjealous joy m joy not made for us — 
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n conscious triumph of the good within 
taking us worship goodness that rebukes 
Cven our failures are a prophecy, 

Sven our yearnings and our bitter tears 
kfter that fair and true we cannot grasp , 

!ls patriots who seem to die in vain 
!dake liberty more sacred by their pangs 

Presentiment of better things on earth 

Sweeps in with every force that stirs our souls 

To admiration, self renouncmg love, 

* 

Or thoughts, like light, that bind the world m one 
Sweeps Kke the sense of vastness, when at night 
We hear the roll and dash of waves that break 
Nearer and nearer with the rushmg tide. 

Which rises to the level of the chff 
Because the wide Atlantic rolls behmd 
Throbbing respondent to the far-off orbs 
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BEOTHEE AISB SISTEE 


I 

I CANNOT choose hut think upon the time 
When our two hves grew hke two huds that kiss 
At lightest thrill from the hee’s swinging chime, 
Because the one so near the other is 

He was the elder and a little man 
Of forty inches, hound to show no dread, 

And I the girl that puppy-hke now ran, 

How lagged behind my brother's larger tread 

I held him wise, and when he talked to me 
Of snakes and birds, and which God loved the best, 
I thought his knowledge marked the boundary 
Where men grew bhnd, though angels knew the rest 

If he said Hush ’ ” I tned to hold my breath , 
Wherever he said “ Come * I stepped in faith 


o 
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II 

Long years Lave left their writing on my brow, 

But yet the freshness and the dew-fed beam 
Of those young mornings are about me now. 

When we two wandered toward the far-off stream 

With rod and hne Our basket held a store 
Baked for us only, and I thought with joy 
That I should have my share, though he had moie, 
Because he was the elder and a boy 

The firmaments of daisies since to me 
Have had those mommgs m their opening eyes, 
The bunchfed cowshp’s pale transparency 
Games that sunshine of sweet memories, 

And wild-rose branches take their finest scent 
Brom those blest hours of mfanttne content 
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Our mother bade us keep the trodden “ways, 
Stroked down my tippet, set my brother’s frill, 
Then with the benediction of her gaze 
Clung to us lessening, and pursued us still 

Across the homestead to the rookery elms, 

Whose tall old trunks had each a grassy mound, 

So rich for us, we counted them as realms 
With vaiied products here weie earth-nuts found, 

And here the Lady-fingers m deep shade. 

Here s^ping toward the Moat the rushes grew, 

The large to spht for pith, the small to braid , 
While over all the dark rooks cawing flew, 

And made a happy strange solemmty, 

A deep-toned chant feom life unknown to me 
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Our meadovr-patli liad memorable spots * 

One vrliere it bridged a tiny rivulet, 

Deep bid by tangled blue Forget-me-nots , 

And all along the waving grasses met 

My bttle palm, or nodded to my cheek, 

When flowers with upturned faces gazing drew 
My wonder downward, seeming all to speak 
With eyes of souls that dumbly heard and knew 

Then came the copse, where wild things rushed unseen. 
And black-scathed grass betrayed the past abode 
Of mystic gypsies, who stiH lurked between 
Me and each hidden distance of the road 

A gypsy once had startled^me at play, 

Blottmg with her dark smile my sunny day 
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Thus rambling we were schooled in deepest lore, 
And learned the meanings that give words a soul, 
The fear, the love, the primal passionate store, 
Whose shaping impulses make manhood whole 

Those hours were seed to aU my after good , 

My infant gladness, through eye, ear, and touch. 
Took easily as warmth a various food 
To nourish the sweet skill of lovmg much 

For who m age shall roam the earth and find 
Eeasons for lovmg that wiU stnke out love 
With sudden rod from the hard year-pressed mmd 1 
Were reasons sown as thick as stars above, 

’Tis love must see them, as the eye sees hght 
Day IS but ISTumber tS the darkened sight 
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Our brown canal was endless to my thought , 
And on its banks I sat in dreamy peace, 
Unknowing how the good I loved was wrought, 
Untroubled by the fear that it would cease 

Slowly the barges floated into view 
Eounding a grassy hill to me sublime 
With some Unknown beyond it, whither flew 
The parting cuckoo toward a fresh spring time 

The wide-arched bridge, the scented eldei-flowers, 
The wondrous watery rmgs that died too soon, 
The echoes of the quarry, the still hours 
With white robe sweepmg-on the shadeless noon, 

Were but my growing self, are part of me, 

My present Past, my loot of piety 
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VII 

Those long days measured hy my little feet 
Had chromcles which yield me many a text ^ 
Where irony stall finds an image meet 
Of full-grown judgments in this world perplext 

One day my brother left me in high charge, 

To mind the rod, while he went seeking bait, 

And bade me, when I saw a nearmg barge, 

Snatch out the Ime, lest he should come too late 

Proud of the task, I watched with all my might 
For one whole minute, till my eyes grew wide, 

Till sky and earth took on a strange new hght 
And seemed a dream-world floatmg on some tide — 

A fair pavilioned boat for me alone 
Bearmg me^onward through the vast unknown 
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But sudden came the bargees pitch-black prow, 
isTearer and angrier came my brother’s cry, 

And all my soul was quivering fear, when lo 
Upon the imperilled line, suspended high, 

A silver perch * My guilt that won the prey, 

Bi ow turned to ment, had a guerdon rich 
Of and praises, and made merry play, 
Until my tnumph reached its highest pitch 

When all at home were told the wondrous feat, 
And how the httle sister had fished well 
In secret, though my fortune tasted sweet, 

I wondered why this happmess befell 

The httle lass had luck,” the gardener said 
And so I learned, luck was with glory wed 
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We had the self-same world enlarged for each 
By loving difference of girl and hoy 
The fruit that hung on high beyond my reach 
He plucked for me, and oft he must employ 

A measuring glance to guide my tmy shoe 
Where lay firm steppmg-stones, or call to mind 
“ This thing I like my sister may not do, 

Tor she is little, and I must he kind ” 

Thus boyish Wdl the nobler mastery learned 
Where inward vision over impulse reigns, 
Widenmg its hfe with separate hfe discerned, 
A Like unlike, a Self that seK restrains 


His years with others must the sweeter be 
Tor those brief days he spent m lovmg me 
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His sorrow was my sorrow, and his joy 
Sent little leaps and laughs through all my frame , 
My doll seemed lifeless and no girlish toy 
Had any reason when my brother came 

I knelt with him at marbles, maiked his fling 
Cut the rmged stem and make the apple drop, 

Or watched him windmg close the spiral string 
That looped the orbits of the humming top 

Grasped by such fellowship my vagrant thought 
Ceased with dream fruit dream-wishes to fulfil , 

My aexy-pictuimg fantasy was taught 
Subjection to the harder, truer skill 

That seeks with deeds to grave a thought-tracked line, 
And by “ What is,” “ What will be ” to define 



BROTHER AND SISTER 

I 


219 


XI 

School parted us , ^we never found again 
That childish world where onr two spirits mingled 
Like scents from varying roses that remain 
One sweetness, nor can evermore be singled 

Yet the twin habit of that early time 
Lingered for long about the heart and tongue 
"We had been natives of one happy clime 
And its dear accent to our utterance clung 

Till the dire years whose awful name is Change 
Had grasped our souls still yearmng in divorce, 
And pitiless shaped them m two forms that range 
Two elements which sever their hfe’s course 

But were another childhood-world my share, 

I would be bom a httle sister there 
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Youe soul was lifted by the wings to-day 

Hearing the master of the viobn 

You praised him, praised the great Sebastian too 

Who made that fine Chaconne ^ but did you think 

Of old Antonio Stradivari? — him 

Who a good century and half ago 

Put his true work in that brown instrument 

And by the nice adjustment of its frame 

Gave it responsive life, contmuous 

With the master’s finger-tips and perfected 

Like them by dehcate rectitude of use 
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IsTot Bach alone, helped by fine precedent 
Of genius gone before, nor Joachim 
Who holds the strain a&esh incorporate 
By inward hearing and notation strict 
Of nerve and muscle, made our joy to-day 
Another soul was hving m the air 

And swaying it to true deliverance 

% 

Of high invention and responsive skill — 

That plain white-aproned man who stood at work 
Patient and accurate full fourscore years. 
Cherished his sight and touch by temperance, 
And since keen sense is love of perfectness 
Made perfect violms, the needed paths 
For mspiration and high mastery 

ITo simpler man than he he never cried, ’ 

« Why was I bom to this monotonous task 
Of makmg violms ? ” or flung them down 
To suit with hurhng act a well hurled curse 
At labour on such perishable stuff 



STEADIYAEIUS 


225 


^Hence neigliboiirs in Cremona held him dull, 

Called him a slave, a miU-horse, a machine, 

Begged him to tell his motives or to lend 
A few gold pieces to a loftier mind 
Yet he had pithy words full fed by fact. 

For Fact, well-trusted, reasons and persuades, 

Is gnomic, cut^g, or ironical. 

Draws tears, or is a tocsin to arouse — 

Can hold all figures of the orator 

In one plain sentence , has her pauses too — 

Eloquent silence at the chasm abrupt 

Where knowledge ceases Thus Antonio 

Made answers as Fact willed, and made them strong 

]Jsaldo, a pamter of eclectic school, 

Takmg his dicers, candlehght and grins 
From Caravaggio, and in hoher groups 
Combining Flemish flesh with martyrdom — 
Knowmg all tricks of style at thirty-one. 

And weary of them, while Antomo 
P 
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At sixty-nine wrought placidly his best 
Making the violin you heard to-day — 

!N“aldo would tease him oft to tell his aims 

Perhaps thou hast some pleasant vice to feed — 
The love of lotus d’ors m heaps of four, 

Each viohn a heap — Pve nought to blame , 

My vices waste such heaps But then, why work 
With painful nicety ? Since fame once earned 
By luck or merit — oftenest by luck — 

(Else why do I put Bomfazio^s name 

To work that ^pirrnt Naldo ’ would not sell 

Is welcome mdex to the wealthy mob 

Where they should pay their gold, and where they pay 

There they find merit — ^take your tow for 

And hold the fliax unlabelled with your name, 

Too coarse for sufferance 

Antomo then 

“ I like the gold— well, yes— but not for meals 
And as my stomach, so my eye and hand, 
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And inward sense tliat works along with, both, 
Have hunger that can never feed on com 
Who draws a line and satisfies his soul. 

Making it crooked where it should he straight 
An idiot with an oyster-shell may draw 
His Imes along the sand, all wavering, 

Fixing no point or pathway to a pomt , 

An idiot one remove may choose his Ime, 

Straggle and be content , but G-od be praised, 

Antonio Stradivari has an eye 

That winces at false work and loves the true. 

With hand and arm that play upon the tool 

As willingly as any singing bird 

Sets him to sing his morning roundelay, 

Because he likes to smg and likes the song ’’ 

Then Haldo 'Tis a petty kind of fame 
At best, that comes of making viohns , 

And saves no masses, either Thou wilt go 
To purgatory none the less 
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But lie 

‘‘ Twere purgatory heie to make them ill , 

And for my fame — ^when any master holds, 

*Twixt chin and hand a violin of mine, 

He will he glad that Stradivari lived, 

Made violins, and made them of the best 
The masters only know whose woik is good 
They will choose mme, and while God gives them 
skiU 

I give them instruments to play upon, 

God choosing me to help Him ” 

“ What ^ were God 
At fault for violins, thou absent ^ ” 

Yes y 

He were at fault for Stradivari's work ” 

“ Why, many hold Giuseppe's viohns 
As good as thme ” 

May be they are different 
His quality declines he spoils his hand 
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With, over-drinking Bnt were lus tlie best, 

He conld not work for two My work is mine, 
And, heresy or not, if my hand slacked 
I should rob God — since He is fullest good 
Leaving a blank instead of violins 
I say, not God Himself can make man’s best 
Without best men to help Him I am one best 
Here in Cremona, using sunlight well 
To fashion finest maple till it serves 
Moie cunningly than throats, for harmony 
’Tis rare delight I would not change my skill 
To be the Emperor with bungling hands, 

And lose my work, which comes as natural 
As self at wakmg ” 

^‘Thou art httle more 
Than a deft potter’s wheel, Antonio , 

Turnmg out work by mere necessity 
And lack of varied function Higher arts 
Subsist on freedom — eccentricity — 

Uncounted inspirations — ^influence 
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That comes with drmkmg, gamhling, talk turned wild, 
Then moody misery and lack of food — 

With eyery clithyrambic fine excess 
These make at last a storm which flashes out 
In hghting reyelations Steady work 
Turns genius to a loom ^ the soul must he 
Like grapes beneath the sun till ripeness comes 
And mellow -vintage I could pamt you now 
The finest Crucifixion ^ yestermght 
Eetuming home I saw it on a sky 
Blue-black, thick-starred I want two louis d'ois 
To buy the canvas and the costly blues — 

Trust me a fortmght ” 

Where are those last two 
I lent thee for thy Judith ? — ^her thou saw’st 
In sa&on gown, with Holofemes’ head 
And beauty all complete % ” 

“She IS but sketched 
I lack the proper model — and the mood 
A great idea is an eaglets egg, 
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Craves time for hatclimg , wble tlie eagle sits 
Feed lier ” 

“ If thou -wilt call thy pictures eggs 
I call the hatching, work ’Tis God gives skill, 
But not without men’s hands He could not make 
Antonio Stradivari’s vmhns 
Without Antomo Get thee to thy easel 
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Two lovers by a moss-grown sprmg 
They leaned soft cheeks together there, 
Mingled the dark and sunny hair, 

And heard the wooing thrushes smg 
0 budding time ^ 

0 lovers blest prime ^ 

Two wedded from the portal stept 
The bells made happy caroUmgs, 

The au was soft as fanning wings. 
White petals on the pathway slept 

0 pure-eyed bride * 

0 tender pride f 
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Two faces o’er a cradle iDent 
Two hands above the head were locked ^ 
These pressed each other while they rocked, 
Those watched a life that love had sent 
0 solemn hour ^ 

0 hidden power ^ 

Two parents by the evening fire 
The red light fell about their knees 
On heads that rose by slow degrees 
Like buds upon the lily spire 

0 patient life * 

0 tender strife < 

The two still sat together there, 

The red hght shone about their knees , 

But all the heads by slow degrees 
Had gone and left that lonely pair 
0 voyage fast * 

0 vanished past ^ 
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TWO LOVEKS 


The led light shone upon the floor 
And made the space between them wide ^ 

They drew their chairs up side by side, 

Their pale cheeks joined, and said, Once more^ ” 
0 memories ^ 

0 past that is f 

1866 
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(Heeod I 24 


Arion, whose melodic soul 
Taught the dithyramb to roE 

Like forest fires, and smg 
Olympian suffering, 

Had carried his dmner lore 
Trom Corinth to the sister shore 

Where Greece could largeher be, 
Branching o*er Italy 
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AEION 


Then weighted with his glorious name 
And hags of gold, aboard he came 
’Mid harsh seafarmg men 
To Cormth bound agam 

The sailors eyed the bags and thought 
“ The gold IS good, the man is nought — 
And who shall track the wave 
That opens for his grave ^ ” 

With brawny arms and cruel eyes 
They press around him where he lies 
In sleep beside his lyre, 

Hearing the Muses quire 

He waked and saw this wolf-faced Death 
Breaking the dream that filled his breath 
With inspiration strong 
Of yet unchanted song 



AEION 

■> 

Take, take my gold and let me live * ” 
He prayed, as kings do wken they give 
Their all with loyal will, 

Holding bom kingship still 

To rob the hving they refnse, 

One death or other he must choose, 
Either the watery pall 
Or wounds and bunal 

My solemn robe then let me don, 

Give me high space to stand upon. 

That dying I may pour 
A song unsung before ” 

It pleased them well to grant this prajer. 
To hear for nought how it might fare 
With men who paid their gold 
For what a poet sold 
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AEION 


In flowing stole, lus eyes aglow 
With inward fire, he neared the prow 
And took his god-like stand, 

The cithara in hand 

The wolfish men all shrank aloof, 

And feared this singer might be proof 
Against their murderous power. 

After his lyric hour 

But he, m hberty of song, 

Tearless of death or other wrong, 

With full spondaic toll 
Poured forth his mighty soul 

Poured forth the strain his dream had taught, 
A nome with lofty passion fraught, 

Such ait makes battles won 
On fields of Marathon 
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The last long vowels trembled then 
As awe within those wolfish men 

They said, with mutual stare, 
Some god was present there 

But lo ’ Arion leaped on high 
Eeady, his descant done, to die , 

N’ot asking, “ Is it well f ” 
Like a pierced eagle fell 



240 


«0 MAY I jom THE CHOIE IlSTVISIBLE ’’ 


Longmn illvd Umj^us, quum Tum eroj fnagis me movet, quam hoc 
exignmi — CiCBEO, ad Att , xu 18 


0 HAY I jom the choir invisible 
Of those immortal dead who hve again 
In minds made better by their presence live 
In piilses stirred to generosity, 

In deeds of darmg rectitude, in scorn 
For miserable aims that end with self, 

In thoughts sublimi that pierce the mght like stars, 
And with their mild persistence urge man’s search 
To vaster issues 



“O MAY I Jonsr THE OHOm invisible” 

So to IiTe IS lieaven 
To make midying music m tke world, 
Breatlung as beauteous order that controls 
With growing sway the growing life of man 
So we inherit that sweet purity 
For which we struggled, failed, and agonised 
With widening retrospect that bred despair 
Eebelhous flesh that would not be subdued, 

A VICIOUS parent shaming still its child 

Poor anxious penitence, is quick dissolved , 

Its discords, quenched by meeting harmonies, 

Die in the large and charitable air 

And all our rarer, better, truer self, 

That sobbed rehgiously m yearning song, 

That watched to ease the burthen of the world. 

Laboriously tracmg what must be. 

And what may yet be better — ^saw within 

A worthier image for the sanctuary, 

And shaped it forth before the multitude 
% 

Divmely human, raismg worship so 
Q 
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To higher reverence more mixed vnth love — 
That better self shall live till human Time 
Shall fold its eyehds, and the human sky 
Ee gathered like a scroll within the tomb 
Unread for ever 

Tins IS life to come, 

Which martyred men have made more glorious 
For ns who strive to follow May I reach 
That purest heaven, be to other souls 
The cup of strength m some great agony, 
Enkindle generous ardour, feed pure love, 
Beget the smiles that have no cruelty — 

Be the sweet presence of a good diffused, 

And m diffusion ever more intense 
So shall I jom the choir invisible 
"Whose music is the gladness of the woild 
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THE END 



MESSES BLACKWOOD AND SONS’ 

RECENT PUBLICATIONS 


The Fansians 

By Edwar0 Bulwer, Lord Lytton Author of 
‘The Coming Race,’ &c With Illustrations by 
Sydney Hall 2 vols. crown 8vo, 12s 

Kenelni Chillingly^ hts Adventures and Opinions 
By Lord Lytton Third Edition 2 vols crown 
8vo, los 

Fables tn Song 

By Robert Lord Lytton Author of * Poems by 
Owen Meredith ’ Two vols crown 8vo, 15s 

A Narrative of the Ashanit War 

Prepared from the Official Documents of the Cam- 
paign, by Pennission of Major General Sir Garnet 
Wolseley By Captain H Brackenbury, R A , 
Assistant Militaiy Secretary to Sir Garnet Wolseley 
With Maps from the latest Surveys made by the Staff 
of the Expedition. [/» the press 

French Home Life 

By “an English Looker on, who has hved for a quar- 
ter of a century m France amidst ties and affections 
which have made that country his second home ” — 
Preface 

Contents — Servants Children —Furniture — 
Food —Manners — Language — Dress — Marriage 
Second Edition, crown 8vo, 5s. 



2 


Messrs Blackwbod and Sond 


Mtddleniarch A Study of English Provincial Life 
By George Eliot A New Edition 4 vols fcap 
8vo, 21S 

Another Edition in one volume Crown Svo, 7s 6d 
My Sid s Pardon 

A Novel from Australia By James Walker Hay 
3 vols crown Svo, ^i, 5s 6d 

A True Ref ormer 

3 vols crown Svo, £if (Originally published 

in ‘ Blackwood’s Magazine ’) 

Paradooces and Puzzles 

Historical, Judicial, and Literary By John 
Paget, Barnster-at Law Now for the first time 
pubhsbed in Collected Form Octavo, 12s 

A Handbook of Weather Folk-Lore 

Bemg a Collection of Proverbial Sayings, in various 
Languages, relating to the Weather, with Explanatory 
and Illustrative Notes By the Rev C Swainson, 
M A , Vicar of High Hurst Wood Fcap Svo, Rox 
burghe binding, 6s 6d 


The History of Scotland, 

From Agncola’s Invasion to the Extinction of the last 
Jacobite Insurrection By John Hill Burton, 
Historiographer Royal New and Enlarged Edition 
in 8 vols crown Svo, and Index vol £$> 3s 

Mr Barton has the highest qualifications for the task. In no other history of Scot 
land with which we are acquainted are there the especial attractive graces wlucb dis 
tinguish these volumes of national history ^Aihenatmi. 


Piccadilly A Fragment of Contemporary Bio- 

graphy By Laurence Oliphant With Eight 

Illustrations by Richard Doyle Fourth Edition, 6s 
Cheap Edition, without the Illustrations, with Illustrated 
Cover from designs by Richard Doyle Crown Svo, 
2s fid 


The picture of Good Society —meaning therehy the society of men and women ot 
wealth or rank— contained in this hook constitutes its chief ment and is remirttable ibr 
the point and vigour of the author^ s^Ie. —AHumxmb 



Recent Rnblzcations 


3 


Wtse, Witty ^ and Tender Sayings^ 

In Prose and Verse, selected from the Woihs of 
George Eliot By Alexander Main Second 
Edition, enlarged Fcap Svo, 6s 
“A woid fitly spoken is like apples of gold m pictures of silver 

George Ehofs Works 

Adam Bede In crown Svo, with Illustrations, 3s 
6d cloth 

The Mill on the Floss In crown Svo, with lilus 
trations, 3s 6d cloth 

Scenes of Clerica.l Life, In crown Svo, with 
Illustrations, 3s cloth 

SiLA«; Marner The Weaver of Raveloe In crown 
Svo, with Illustrations, 2s 6d cloth 
Felix Holt, the Radical In crown Svo, with 
Illustrations, 3s 6d cloth. 

Spanish Gypsy Fourth Edition, crown Svo, 7s 6d 

Works of Samuel Warren^ jD CL 

The Diary of a Late Physician One vol 
crown Svo, 3s 6d IllustraUd Edition^ in crown 
Svo, handsomely printed, 7s 6d 
Ten Thousand a Year Two vols in one, 5s 
Now and Then Crown Svo, 2s 6d 
Miscellanies Crown Svo, 5s 
The Lily and the Bee Crown Svo, 2s 

Chronicles of Carhngford By Mrs Oliphant 

Salem Chapel. 2s 

This stoiy so ftcsh so powerfully written and so tragic stands out from amonjgits 
fellows like a piece of newly coined gold in a handfixl of dim commonplace shilling 
Pales of pastoral expenence and scenes from clerical life we hare ha I m plenty but the 
sacred things of the conventicle the relative position of pastor and flock m a Nonconfbcm 
ing connection were but guessed at by the world outside and temble is the revelation 
-‘WeStirunsler Bamem 

The Rector, and The Doctor’s Family is 
The Perpetual Curate 2s 
Miss Marjoribanks 2s 

The Cavmgorm Mountains 

By John Hill Burton In crown Svo, 3s. 6d 

One*of the most complete as well as most lively and intelli«nt bits of reading that the 
lo\ cr of works of travel has seen fcr many a day Sohtnww 



4 


Messrs BlackwoVd and Sons' 


Tom Cfinglis Log 

A New Edition With Illustrations by Stanfield, 
Weir, Skelton, Walker, &c , Engraved by Whym 
PER Crown 8vo, 6s Another Edition at 2s 

n^erybody who has failed to read Tom Cringles Log should do so at once The 
Quarterly Review went so far as to say that the papers composing it when it first ap 
peared in Blackwood * were the moat brilliant series of the time and that time one un 
rivalled for the number of fbmousmi^afflmsts existing in it Coleridge says in his Table 
Talk that the Log is most excellent and th^e verdicts have been ratified by genera 
tions of men and boys and by the mamfestation of Continental approval which is shown 
by repeated tranaiations. The engravings illustrating the present issue are excellent — 
Stanaard. 

Mary Queen of Scots a7id her Accusers 

By John Hosack A New and Enlarged Edition, 
continuing the Narrative down to the Death of Queen 
Mary With a Photograph from the Bust on the 
Tomb m Westminster Abbey 2 vols 8vo 31s 6d 

He has conftited those who by bnlliant writing and a judicious selection of evidence 
paint the Queen of Scots as an incarnate fiend and who are dramatic poets rather than 
historians. —Times 

Whatever surmises may he formed about Mary s knowledge or assent there can now be 
no doubt that the murder was contrived not by Mary but by hei accuseis. —Scotsman 

Memorials of the Castle of Edinburgh 

By James Grant A New Edition In crown 8vo, 
with 12 Engravings, 3s 6d 

The Scots Musical Museum, 

Consisting of upwards of Six Hundred Songs, with 
proper Basses for the Pianoforte Ongmally Pub 
lished by James Johnson , and now accompanied 
with Copious Notes and Illustrations of the Lyric 
Poetry and Music of Scotland, by the late William 
S lENHOUSE With Additional Notes and Illustra 
tions New Edition, 4 vols 8vo, half bound, £7,^ 
I2S 6d 

That fcjvaluable reservoir of Scottish Song— The Scots Musical Museum. —Notes & 
Queries 

Count Montalemberf s History of the Monks of the 
West 5 vols 8vo, 12s 6d Volumes III to V 
contain the History of the Conversion of England 
by the Monks, and may be had as a complete book, 
31S 

The work of a brillf^t and accomplished layman and man of the world, dealing with 
a class of characters who have generally been left to the arid professional handling of 
ccucMutical writers Moiitalcmbcrc ee their life as a whole and a human whole and 
wun all nis real as an amateur hagiogiupher he caiinoc but \it\v them with some of 
the Independeuce of a miiid trained to lettera and politics —Fall Mall Ga ette 



Recent Publications 


5 


Memoir of Count de Montalembert , 

A Chaptei of recent French. History By Mis Oli 
PHANT, Author of ‘Life of Edward Imng,’ &c In 
2 vols crown 8vo, fi, 4s 

The Works of the Right Rev Bishof Hay^ of 
Edinburgh Together with a Memoir of the Author, 
and Portrait engraved from the Pamting at the College 
of Blairs Edited under the Supervision of the Right 
Rev Bishop Strain A New Edition, in 5 vols 
crown 8vo, 21s 

The Scripture Doctrine of Miracles Displayed 
By the Right Rev Bishop Hay, of Edinburgh 2 
vols crown 8yo, ios 6d 

Historical Sketches of the Reign of George Second 
By Mrs Oliphant Second Edition, m One Volume 
ios 6d 

Mrs Oliphant s Historical Sketches foim two attractive lolumes whose contents are 

happily ari*anged so as to bung out some of the salient points at a period in our social 

history iichly illustrated hy epistolary and biOsi'aplucal remains. — 2>xaiuwer 

Our Poor Relations 

By Col E B HamLey, C B Onginally published 
in ‘ Blackwood’s Magazine ’ With Illustrations, chiefly 
by Ernest Onset Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt, 3s 6d 

Library Edition of Lord Lyitorls Novels 

Printed from a large and readable type In Volumes 
of a convenient and handsome form 8vo, 5s each — 

VIZ, 

The Caxton Novels, 10 Volumes 
TheCaxtonFamily 2 vols ( My No\ei 4 vols 

Historical Romances, i i Volumes 

The Last Days of Pompeiu i The Last of the Barons 
^2 vols 2 vols 

The Siege of Grenada ivol 1 Harold 2 vols 



6 


Messrs Blackw^d and Sons' 


Lord Lyitojis Novels — continued 

Romances, 7 Volumes 

The Pilgnms of the Rhine Zanoni 2 vols 

I voL A Strange Stoiy 2 vols 

Eugene Aram 2 vols 


Novels of Life and Manners, 15 Volumes 


Pelham 2 vols 
The Disowned 2 vols 
Paul Cliiford 2 vols 
Godolphin i vol 
Ernest Maltravers — First 
Part 2 vols 


Ernest Maltravers — Second 
Part (z e Alice) 2 vols 
Night and Morning 2 vols 
Lucretia 2 vols 
Kenelm Chillingly 2 vols 


It IS of the handiest of sizes; the paper is good « and the type TPhich seems to be 
new is very clear and beautiful There are no pictures. The whole charm of the pre 
sentmeut of the volume consists in its handiness and the tempting clearness and beaut\ 
of the type which almost converts into a pleasure the mere act of following the pnnter^s 
lines smd leaves the author s mind free to exert its unobstructed force upon the 
reader •*—ExamxnBr 

Nothing could be better as to size type paper and general get up 


The Book of Ballads 

Edited by Bon Gaultier Eleventh Edition, with 
numerous Illustrations by Doyle, Leech, and Crow- 
quill Gilt edges, post Svo, 8 s 6 d 

Tales from Blackwood 

Complete in 12 vols One Shilling each Sold 
separately 

Contents 

Vol I The Glenmutchkin Railway — ^Vanderdecken’s 
Message Home. — ^The Floating Beacon — Colomia 
the Pamter — ^Napoleon — K Legend of Gibraltar — 
The Iron Shroud 

Vol II Lazaro’s Legacy — K Story without a Tail — 
Faustus and Queen Ehzabeth — How I became a 
Yeoman — Devereux Hall— The Metempsychosis 
— College Theatricals 

Vol III A Reading Party m the Long Vacation — 
Father Tom and the Pope — La Petite Madelaine — 
Bob Burke’s Duel with Ensign Brady — ^The Heads 
man A Tale of Doom — ^The Wearyful Woman 



Recent^Fiibhcattons 


7 


VoL, IV How I stood for the Dreepdaily Burghs —First 
and Last — The Duke’s Dilemma A Chronicle of 
Hiesenstem — The Old Gentleman’s Teetotum — 
“Woe to us when we lose the Watery Wall ’’—My 
College Fnends Charles Russell, the Gentleman 
Commoner — ^The Magic Lay of the One Horse Chay 

VoL V Adventures in Texas — How we got Possession 
of the Tuilenes —Captain Paton’s Lament —The 
Village Doctor —A Singular Letter from Southern 
Africa 

VoL VI My Friend the Dutchman — My College 
Pnends— No II Horace Leicester — The Emerald 
Studs —My College Fnends — No III Mr W 
Wellington Hurst — Chnstine A Dutch Story — The 
Man in the Bell 

VOL VII My English Acquaintance —The Murderer’s 
Last Night —Narration of Certain Uncommon Things 
that did formerly happen to Me, Herbert Willis, B D 
—The Wags —The Wet Wooing A Narrative of 
’98 — Ben na Groich 

VoL VIII The Surveyor’s Tale By Professor Aytoun 
— ^The Forrest Race Romance — Di Vasan A Tale 
of Florence — bigismuna Fatello — ^The Boxes 

VOL IX Rosaura A Tale of Madnd —Adventure m 
the North West Temtory -Harry Bolton’s Curacy 
—The Flonda Pirate —The Pandour and his Pnncess 
— ^The Beauty Draught. 

VoL X Antonio di Carara —The Fatal Repast —The 
Vision of Cagliostro —The First and Last Kiss.— The 
Smuggler’s Leap —The Haunted and the Haunters 
—The Duellists 

VoL XI The Natohan Story Teller —The First and 
Last Crime —John Rintoul —Major Moss.— The 
Premier and his Wife 

VoL XII Tickler among the Thieves The Bndegroom 

of Barna —The Involuntary Experimentalist — Le 
, bran’s Lawsuit —The Snowing up of Strath Lugas.— 
A Few Wori on Social Philosophy 



8 Messrs Blcickwo^d (tnd So7id 


Goethis Faust 

Translated mto English Verse by Theodore Martin 
Second Edition, post 8vo, 6s Also an Edition m 
fcap 8-vo, 3$ 6d 

The best translation, of Fanst m verse we have yet had in England, — Speciator 


Sougs and Verses Social and Scientific 

By an Old Contributor to ‘ Maga.’ A New Edi 
tion. Fcap 8vo, 3s 6d., with Music of some of the 


Songs 

The productions thrown off by this eccentric muse have all the 
iiid vanetv He has WTitten songs not essajs— siich a botch potch of sci^M and 

hnmo^ j«t and literature gossip end criticism m might haw been served at the Noctes 
AmbrosiimiB in the blue parlour at Ambrose a —Saturday Meview 


Lyrics, L^al and Miscellaneous 

By the late George Outram, Esq , Advocate With 
Introductory Notice by the late Henry Glassford 
Bell, Esq , Advocate, Shenff of Lanarkshire Second 
Edition Fcap 8vo, 4s 6d 


The Course of Time A Poem 

By Robert Pollok, AM With Engravings A 
New Edition Fcap 8vo, 3s 6d 


our religion —BUuikmoQd a MagagLm 


The Poems of Ossian in the Original Gaelic 

With a Literal Translation into English, and a Dissei 
tation on the Authenticity of the Poems By the Rev 
Archibald Clerk 2 vols imperial 8vo, Ai, 
IIS, 6d. 


Lays of the Scottish Cavaliers, 

And other Poems By W Edmondstoune Aytoun, 
D C L , Professor of Rhetoric and English Literature 
m the University of Edmburgh Twenty third 
Edition. Fcap 8vo, 7s 6d 


Professor Aytoun s Lays of the Scottish Cavaliers volume of vem which ^ows 



Rece^iP Publications 


9 


Illustrated Edition of the 

Lays of the Scottish Cavaliers 

The Designs by Sir J Noel PATO^, R S A Engraved 
on Wood by John Thompson, W J Linton, W 
Thomas, J W Whymper, J Cooper, W T Green, 
Dalziel Brothers, E Evans, J Adam, &c Small 4to, 
prmted on toned paper, bound m gilt cloth, 2 is 

The ai’tlsts bare excelkd themselves in the engravings which they have fttmished 
Seizing the spirit of Mr Aytoun s Ballads as perhaps none but Scotchmen could have 
seized it thw have thrown their whole strength into the work with a heartiness which 
others would do well to imitate Whoever there may be that do<s not already know 
these Lays * we recommend at once to make their acquaintance in this edition wherein 
author and artist illustrate each other as kindred joints should.’ — 'StandtmL 

Botlmell A Poem 

By W Edmondstoune Aytoun, DCL Thud 
Edition. Fcap 8vo, ys 6d 

Professor Aytoun has produced a fine poem and an able argomeut and Bothwell 
will assuredly take its stand among the classics of Scottish literature. —Ihn Press 

The Ballads of Scotland 

Edited by Professor AYTOUN Fourth Edition 2 
vols fcap 8vo, I2S 

Poems and Ballads of Goethe 

Translated by Professor Aytoun and Theodore 
Martin Second Edition Fcap 8vo, 6s 

There is no doubt that these are the best translations of Goethe s marvellously cut 
terns which have }ctbeenpubUshed.’’--irimes 

Ftrmthan, or, The Student of Badajos 

A Spasmodic Tragedy By T Percy Jones In 
small 8vo, 5s 

Humour of a kind most rare at all times and especially in Uie present day runs 
through etery page and passages of true poetry and deh<.ious versificaiion prevent the 
< ontinual play of sarcasm from becoming tedious, —Literary 

The Poems of Fehaa Hemans 

Complete in i vol royal 8vo, with Portrait by Finden 
Cheap Edition, 5s Another Edition, with Memoir 
by her Sister Seven vols fcap , 35s Another Edi 
tion, in 6 vols bound as 3, 12s 6d 

The following Works of Mrs Hemans are sold separately, 
bound in cloth, gilt edges, 4s each — 

Records of Woman Forest Sanctuary Songs 
OF THE Affections Dramatic Works Tales 
and Historic Scenes Moral and Religious 
Poems 



10 


Messrs BlackwoM and Sons’ 


Memoir of Mrs Hemans 

By her Sister. With a Portrait Fcap 8vo, 5s 

Selections from the Poems of Mrs Hemans 

Beautifully printed on toned paper, bound in gilt cloth, 
3s 

Uniform with the ahcrve 

The Poems of Caroline Bowles Souths 

Small fcap , cloth, gilt edges, 5s 

Domestic Verses 

By D M Moir (A) A New Edition, $$ 

Poetical Works of D M Moir 

With Portrait, and Memoir by Thomas Aird Second 
Edition 2 vols fcap 8vo, 12s 

The Vita Nuova of Dante 

Translated, with an Introduction and Notes, by Theo 
DORE Martin Second Edition, fcap 8vo, 5s 

Homer and his Translators^ 

And the Greek Drama. By Professor Wilson Ci own 
8vo, 6b 

But of all the cntlcisxns on Homer wbich I have ever had the good fortune to read in 
our own or any language the most vivid and entirely genial are those found in the Essays 
Critical and Ixnatdnatove of the late Professor Wilson. — Ifr Gladetone $ Studteaon 

HOfTMT 

The Nodes Ambrosiance 

By Professor Wilson With Notes and a Glossary 
In 4 vols crown 8vo, i6s 

Recreations of Christopher North 

By Professor Wilson In 2 vols ciown 8vo, 8s 

Tales 

By Professor Wilson Comprising ‘ The Lights and 
Shadows of Scottish Life,’ ‘ The Trials of Margaret 
Lyndsay,’ and ‘ The Foresters ’ In i vol crownaSvo, 
4s cloth 



Recent^ Ptihhcations 


II 


Pi ofessor Wthmis Poms 

Containing the ^ Isle of Palms,’ the ‘ City of the Plague,’ 
* Ummore,’ and other Poems Complete Edition 
Crown 8vo, 4s 

The Maid of Sker 

By R D Blackmore, Author of ‘Loma Doone,’ 
&c A New Edition, crowm 8vo, 7s 6d 

Pair to See 

By Laurence W M Lockhart, Authoi of ' Doubles 
and Quits ’ Onginally publish^ m * Blackwood’s 
Magazine ’ Second Edition Crown 8vo, 6s 

Poetical Works of Thomas Atrd 

Fourth Edition In i vol fcap 8vo, 6s 

The Odyss^ and Ihad of Hornet 

Translated into English Verse in the Spensenan Stanza 
By Philip Stanhope Worsley and Professor Con 
I^GTON 4 vols crown Svo, 39s 

The Metamorphoses of Puhhus Ovidtns JSJaso 

Translated in English Blank Verse By Henry King, 
M A , Fellow of Wadham College, Oxford, and of the 
Inner Temple, Barnster at Law Crown Svo, los 6d 

' The Odes^ Epodes^ and Satires of Horace^ 

Translated into English Veise, together with a Life of 
Horace By Theodore Martin To this Edition 
(the Thud of the Odes and Epodes) a Translation of 
the Satires has been for the first time added. Post 
8vo, 9s 

Other Translations by Theodore Martin — 

Catullus 

With Life and Notes Post Svo, 6s fid 

Alc^ddin A Dramatic Poem 

*By Adam Oehlenschlaeger Fcap 8 \o, 55 



12 


Messrs BlackwoM and Sons* 


Corre^to A Tragedy 

ByOEHLENSCHiAEGER With Notes Fcap 8vo, 3s 

King Rends Daughter A Danish Lyrical Drama 

By Henrik Hertz Second Edition Fcap , 2s 6d 

Drawing-Room Dramas for Children 

By W G Wills, Author of ‘ Charles I &c , and 
the Hon Mrs Greene Ciown 8vo, 6s 


Charles the First 

An Historical Tragedy in Four Acts By W 
G Wills, Author of ‘The Man o’ Aiilie,’ ‘Med^a,’ 
&c 8vo, 2s 6d 


Sermons 

By the Rev John C aird, D D , Professor of Divinity 
m the University of Glasgow, and one of Her Majesty’s 
Chaplains for Scotland In crown 8vo, 5s This Edi 
tion includes the Sermon on ‘Religion in Common 
Life,’ preached in Crathie Church, Oct 1855, before 
Her Majesty the Queen and the late Prmce Consort 

They are noble sermons and we are not sure but that with the cultivated reader, 
hey wm gain rather than lose bi being read not heard There is a thoughtfulness and 
lepth about them which can hardly be appreciated unless when they are studied at 
leisure and there are so many sentences so felicitously expressed that wc should gi udge 
leing burned away fh>m them by a rapid speaker without being allowed to enjoy them 
i second time '-JFraaer^s Mixgemne, 


The Doctrine of Holy Scripture respecting the Atone- 
ment By Thomas J Crawford, D jD , Professor 
of Divinity m the University of Edinburgh 8vo, 12s 


An admirable repository of theological literature upon the question. *—Evangelicat 


^^Marked by sound judgment and npe learning great calmness candour andarever 
nee for Scripture teaching which is itself a wholesome rebuke to this rationalistic ag& 
-Secession Magasine 

This sound solid and sai^actory treatise. —WeeMp Review 
A volume which we can heartily commend ♦ —Fmnnaa. 

One of the most valuable of recent contributions from the orthodox side to the litcT^a* 
ure of this great subject. —Mrih BrUtsh J>aUp Maik 


The Mysteries of Christianity 

Being the Baird Lecture for 1874. By the 
Same Crown 8vo, 7^ 6d 



Receni^ubhcations 


n 


Family Prayers 

Authorised by the General Assembly of the Chmch oi 
Scotland Crown 8vo, red edges, 4s 6d 

Hours of Christian Devotion 

Translated from the German of A Tholuck, D D , 
Professor of Theology m the University of Halle , 
Councillor of the Supreme Consistory, P|usbia. By 
Robert Menzies, D D With a Preface written by 
the Author for this Translation In 8vo, 9s 

We can heartily commend the book to oar readers promiamg them that they will 
derive from it a stimulus to their piety and a solace m hours of darknesa**— Jfbnocm 
formist, 

A most masterly and admirable book PorSunday^vening reading the Chnstian 

layman need have no better book. Sven those vho care for none of these things will 
not readily lay aside a work which is so inviting in tan^uge and forcible in thought 
—■Ihe Chrmmn Tvtne« 

The Six of Spades 

A Book about the Garden and the Gardener By S 
Reynolds Hole, Author of ‘A Book about Roses,’ 
&c Crown 8vo, 5s 

We may in conclusion recommend the whole book to the attfflition of our readers 
as one which will aoSbrd them much amusement on a winter's night. it is written 

by one who really loves dowers and wishes to lead others to worship at the same shrine 
and we wish the book succesa^—Jourwai o/ Hortteuliure 

This IS Mr Hole a dfiff tPcatwre and brings us nearer to bim in thought and sympathy 
than any other of his works. The book is a mixture of fiction and philosophy 

and Mr Hole is a cheerful and healthy master of both teaching wholesome truths m a 
kindly and cheerful way —Tlte Oardjener^ Magatne 

X>e4tcaied Special Permtssum iff Her Wajesijf 

The Royal Atlas of Modern Gee^aphy^ 

A Senes of Entirely Origmal and Autbentic Maps 
By Alex Keith Johnston, LL D , ERSE, 
F R.G S A new Edition, brought up to the present 
time, containing a new Map of North Polar Regions 
In impenal folio, half bound morocco, fSf ^ 5 ^ 

Pedtcaied hy Pemmston icH R H ihe Prime of W'ales 

Jhe Handy Royal Atlas 

By the Same Author, Forty Five Maps, dearly 
Pnnted and carefully Coloured, with General Index 
With Indices to each Map, composing nearly 150,000 
Names of Places contained in the Atlas A new 
Edition, brought up to the present time, contamn^ a 
new Map of North Polar Regions. In impenal 4to, 
yialf bound morocco, rzs 6d 
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Messrs Blackwo(r4 and Sand 


Essays on Socml Subjects 

From the Saturday Review ’ A new Edition Fiist 
and Second Senes 2 vols crown Svo, 6s each 

la their ovn way of simple straightforward reflection upon life the present centuiy 

has produced no essays better than these ^ ^ 

We shall welcome the authoi again if he has more to say on topics which he tieats so 

well *»— Cf«arrfia«. 

^horndale, or^ The. Confiid of Opinions 

By William Smith Second Edition Crown Svo, 
los 6d 

The Handy Book of Fruit Culture undef Glass 
Being a Senes of Practical Treatises on the Cultivation 
and Forcing of Pines, Vines, Peaches, Figs, Melons, 
Strawberries, and Cucumbers, with Engravings of Hot 
houses, &.C , most suitable for the Cultivation and 
Forcing of these Frmts By David Thomson, Author 
of * Handy Book of the Flower Garden * In crown 
Svo, with Engravings, ys 6d 


Handy Book of the Flower-Garden 

gemg Plain Practical Directions for the Propagation, 
and Arrangement of Plants in Flower Gardens 
all the Year Round By David Thomson, Gardener 
to the Duke of Buccleuch, Drumlanng, H B Second 
Edition, Revised and Enlarged, ys 6d 

Nowadays the flowhr garden ia snchaveiy important and interesting subject to many> 
that almost any book on the subject is sore to find readers bat as this is written by one of ^ 
the best gardeners in the counti'y and one moreover thoroughly master of the luoderu 
system of decoration, it deserves more attention than any book, published on this or 
tilled subjects of recent years. —Tk^FM4- 

This is essentially a book for amateurs and every amateur who is fortunate enough 
to be its possessor or who may merely skim over its pages, will ww abe assured agree with 
us in regarding its author as being entitled to great praise for Che simple and clear manner 
lit which he has explained the cultural directions which if ci^fhlly complied with will 
««able toe unprofessional floriculturist to grow plants as ww os any gardener 


A Book About Boses 

How to Grow and Show than By S REykoi*p$ 
Hole, Author of ‘ A Little Tour m Ireland * Fourth 
Edition, ys 6d 

The produ^ion of a man who boasts of thirty All England cups whose roses a*fe 
always lotAed iwwnxiously at flower shows who took the uon s share in originating the 
flm rose show whose assistance as Judge and amictis euricB is always courted at such ex 
hlbitioaa flucii a man cu^-ht to have something to say to those who love the ran and 
he HAS said la -gardeners Chronicle 



